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„„ 
In Praiſe of Engliſh RoasT BE ET. The 
Words and Muſic by Mr. LEvERIDGE. 


FEST HEN mighty Roalt Beef was the Eng/jman's 

FAS N ood, | | 

N It ennobPd our Veins, and enriched our Blood, 

Our Soldiers were brave, and our Courtiers 

x) 1.1 Oy were good 

Oh the Rooft Beef of O!d England! 
ard Old Engliſh Roaſt Beef! 


But fince we have learn'd from all-conquering France, 


— i 
* 


To eat their Ragolits, as well as to dance, 
We are fed up with nothing but vain Complaiſ ace, 
Oh the Roaſt Beef of Old England! c. 
Az | Our 


2 Songs and Ballads, : 

ar Fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout, and ſtrong, 

| kept Open Houſe with good Chear all day long, 
Which made their plump Tenants rejoice in this Song. 

' Oh the Roaſt Beef of Old England! &c. 

t now we are dwindled, to what ſhall I name? 

A ſneaking poor Race, half Begotten and tan. e, 

Who fully thoſe Honours that once ſhone in Fame. 

_ © Oh the Roaſt Beef of Old England! He. 


When good Queen E/izabeth fat on the Throne, 
E'er Coffee and Tea, and ſuch Slip-ſlops were known, 
The World was in Terror, if &er ſhe did frown. 

Oh the Roaſt Beef of Old England, c. 


In thoſe days, if Fleets did preſume on the Main, 

They ſeldom or never return'd back again, 

As witneſs, the vaunting Armada of Spain. 
Oh the Roaft Beef Old England! &c. 


Oh then they had Stomachs to eat and to fight, 
And when Wrongs were a cooking, todo themſelves Right! 
But now we're a — [ cou'd —— but Good-night. 

Oh the Roaft Beef of Old England! &c. 


Song II. Laſſie, lend me, &c. 
| Part) lend me your braw hemp heckle, 


And I'll lend you my thripling kame; 
fainneſs, deary, I'll gar ye keckle, 
If ye'll go dance the Bob of -Dumblane. 
Haſte ye, gang to the ground of ye'r trunkies, 
Buſk ye braw, and dinna think ſhame ; 
Conſider in time, if leading of monkies 
Be better than dancing the Bob of Dumblane. 


Be frank, my laſſie, leſt I grow fickle, 
And take my word and offer again, 
Syne ye may chance to repent it mickle, 
Ye did nae accept of the zob of Dumblane. 
The dinner, the piper, and prieſt ſhall be ready, 
And !'m grown dowy with lying my lane; 
Away then, leave bait! minny and dady, 
And try with me the Bob of Dumblane. Song 
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Song III. 27 happy nymphs, whoſe 
le hearts. 


E happy nymphs, whoſe harmleſs hearts 
No fatal ſorrows prove; 
Who never knew men's faithleſs arts, 
Or felt the pangs of love. 


If dear contentment is a prize, 
Believe not what they fay: 
Their ſpecious tales are all diſguiſe, 

Invented to betray. 


Alas! how certain is our grief! 
From cares how can we fly ? 
When our fond ſex are all belief, 

And man is all a lye. 


Song IV. As Granville's ſoft numbers tune 
Myra's juſt praiſe. 


S Granville's ſoft numbers tune Myra's juſt praiſe z - 
A And Chloe ſhines lovely in Prior's ſweet lays : 
o, would Daphne. but ſmile, their example I'd follow, 
And as ſhe looks like Venus, I'd fing like Apollo. 
But alas ! whilſt no ſmiles from that fair one inſpire, 
How languid my ſtrains, and how tuneleſs my lyre ! 


Go, Zephyrs, falute in ſoft accents my care, 
And tell how I Ianguiſh, figh, pine and defpair ; 
In (wee: moving murmurs my paſſion commend : 
But whiſper it ſoftly, for fear you offend. 
For ſure, O ye Nymphs, you may tell her my pain, 
'Tis Strephon's to ſuffer, but not to complain. 


3  » Songs and Ballads. 
Wherever I go, or whatever I do, 

Still ſome: bing preſents that fair Nymph to my view. 

If I traverſe the garden, the garden ſtill ſhows 

Her neck in the lilly, her lip in the roſe: 

But with her neither lilly, nor roſe can compare, 

For ſweeter's her lip, and her boſom more fair. 


It, forſaking the en, I ſteal to the grove, 
ſpring 3 2 the freſh bloom of my love: 
The nightingale too with impertinent noiſe, 
Pours Beth r ſweet ſtrains in my Syren's ſoft voice. 
Thus the grove and its muſick her image till brings: 
For like ſpring ſhe looks fair, like the nightingale ſings. 


If, —— I flie to the court, 
Where beauty and ſplendor united reſort ; 

Some glimpſe of my fair in each charmer I ſpie, 

In Richmond's fair form, and in Brudenell's bright eye. 
But alas! what would Richmond or Brudenell appear! 
Unheeded they'd paſs, were my Daphne but there. 


If to books I retire to drown my ſoft pain, 
And dwell o'er a Horace or Ovid's {ſweet ſtrain ; 
In Lydia or Chloe my Daphne I find: 

But Chloe was courteous, and Lydia was kind. 


Like I. ydia or Chloe would Daphne but prove 
Like Harace or Ovid I'd fing, or I'd love. ; 


——_— 
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Song V. Sweet are the Charms, &c: 


H V, Sylvia, will you ſtill be ſhy, 
And ſtill whate'er I ask deny ? 

Why am I always disbeliev'd, 

And with unkind diſdain receiv'd ? 
Since you of all your ſex alone, 
The miſtreſs of my heart I own. 

My ſuit no longer diſapprove, 

But think 2 born for love; 

That with thoſe charms you now 

Some happy youth you once muſt bleſs ; 

And fince ſome one ſo bleſt mult be, 

Oh let that happy youth be me ! 


Song VI. An old Woman cloatbed in gray. 
Ti all the conditions of life, 
The h 


We each of us plunder each other, 
usband he plunders his wife, 
The ſiſter ſhe plunders her brother; 
The guardian he plunders his ward, 
The lawyer his client the ſame ; 
The thief plunders all, till a cord 
Puts an end to his rapine and ſhame. 


Song VII. Wine, Wine in @ Morning. 
INE, wine in a morning, ' 
Makes us frolick and gay, 
That like eagles we foar, 
In the pride of the day; 
Gouty ſots of the night, 
Only find a decay. 
Tis the ſun ripes the . 
And to drinking . lighe ; 
We imitate him, | 
When by nooa we're at height ; 
They ſteal Wine, who take it 
When he's out of fight, 


Vor, II. B Boy, 
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Boy, fill all the 
Fill them up now he ſhines, 
The higher he riſes, | WS... 
The more ke refines ; , 
For wine and wit fall, | 
As theis maker declines. PERS IE | 
Song VIII. Young Philander woo'd me long, 
Y dear miſtreſs has a heart, ö 
Soft as thoſe kind looks ſhe gave me ; 
hen with love's reſiſtle(s art, 
And her eyes ſhe did enſlave me. 
But her 's ſo weak, 
She's ſo wild, and apt to wander ; 
That my jealous heart wou'd break, 
— 2 aſunder. 
Melting joys about her move, 
Killing wounding bliſſes; 
She can dreſs her eyes in love, 
"ogg ns when fe heads, 
An iſten w 
She's ny ht, all mankind's wonder : 
But my jealous heart would break, 
Should we live one day aſunder. 


Song IX. When the bright God of Day. 


N beauty or wit, 
No mortal as yet | <- 
o queſtion your empire has dard; | | 
2 of 5 1 
ve thought that in I 

To Vield to a lady was hard. 
Impertinent ſchools, | | 
With muſty dull rules, 

Have reading to ladies deny'd, 
So papiſts — : 
The bible to aſe, 

Leſt flocks ſhould be wiſe as their guide. 


and _ fu @. 
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"Twas a woman at firſt, — 
Indeed ſhe was curs d) 

In knowledge that taſted delight, 
And ſages a 
The he Roald — — 


To the firſt of poſſeſſors the right. 


Then bravely, fair dame, 
Renew the old claim, 
That to the whole ſex does belong, 
And let men receive, 9 
From a ſecond bright Eve, 
The knowledge of right and of wrong. 


But as the firſt Eve 
Hard doom did receive, 
When only one apple had ſhe, 
What a puniſhment now, 
Muſt be found out for you, 
Who have taſted, and robb'd the whole tree? 


Song X. Gre me a Laſs, &c. 
G. e me a laſs with a lump of land, 


And we for life ſhall ither, 
* daft or wiſe, I'll never 1 gaog ths 
Or black or fair, it makſna whether. 
Tm aff with wit, and beauty will fade, 
And blood alane is no worth a ſhilling, 
But ſhe that's rich, her market's made, 
For ilka charm about her is killing. 


Gre me a laſs with a lump of land, 
And in my boſom Pll BY — treaſure ; 
Gin I had anes her gear in 
Should love turn dowf, it will find pleaſure. 
Laugh on wha likes, but there's my hand, 
I hate with poortith, tho bonny, to meddle, 
Unleſs they bring caſh, or a lump of land, 
They te never get me to dance to their fiddle. | 
_ - There's 
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There's meikle love in bands and bags, 
And filler gowd's a ſweet complexion : 
But beauty and wit, and virtue in rags, = 
Have tint the art of gaining affection: : 
| Love tips his arrows with wood and parks, 
| And caſtles and riggs, and muirs and meadows, 
And naithing can catch our modern ſparks, 
But well tocher'd laſſes, or joynter'd widows. 


Song XI. Come let us prepare. 


HE Macedon youth, 
Left behind him this Truth, 
That nothing is done with much thinking, 
He drunk, and he fought, 
Till he had what he ſought, 
The world was his own by good drinking. 


He drench'd his brave ſoul, 
In a plentiful bowl, 
And caſt away trouble aud ſorrow, 
His Head never run, — * 
Of what was to be done, 
For he car'd fer to day, not to-morrow. 


Song XII. Give me leave to rail at you, 


IVE me leave to rail at you, 
I ask nothing but my due; 
To call you falſe, and then to ſay, 
You ſhall not keep my heart a day : 
But, alas! againſt my will, 
I muſt be your captive ſtill. 
Ah! be kinder then, for I 
Cannot change, and would not die. 


Kindneſs has reſiſtleſs charms, 
All befides but weakly move ; 
Fierceſt anger it diſarms, 
And clips the wings of flying lore. 
; Beauty 


aty 


| © Songs and Ballads. 
Beauty does the heart invade, 


Kindneſs only can perſuade ; 


It gilds the Lover's ſervile · chain, ; 
And makes the ſlave grow pleas'd again. 


Song XIII. The Anſwer. 


Othing adds to your fond fire 
More than ſcorn, and cold diſdain ; 
, to cheriſh your deſire, 

Kindneſs us d, but twas in vain. 
You inſiſted on your ſlave, 
Humble love you foon refus'd: 

Which ingloriouſly you us'd. 
Hope not then a pow'r to have. 
Think not, Thirſis, I will e're, 

By my love my empire loſe : 
You grow conſtant through deſpair, 

Love return'd, you wou'd abuſe. 


Tho” you full poſſeſs my heart, 
Scorn and rigour I muſt feign : 
Ah! * that only art 
Love has left, your love to gain. 


You that could my heart ſubdue, 
To new conqueſts ne're pretend: 
Let th' example make me true, 
And of a conquer'd foe a friend. 
Then, if e*re I would complain 
Of your empire, or my chain, 
Summon all the pow'rful charms, 
And kill the rebel in your Arms. 


| AComplete Colleftion of 


_ XIV. Diogenes ſurly and proud. 
intreft that governs mankind 


IS 
1 — fine dad - nyt rn 
"IR — who a competent Fee: 


However the truth we diſguiſe, 
In order to make ourſelves great; 
Vet he that will his eyes, 
May fee the world's but a cheat. 


7 Ring, ring the Bar Bell, &c. 


e e ſuch a cup, 

As Neſtar us'd of old; 

Shew all thy skill to trim it u up, 
Damask it round with gol 


n filled with fack 
Up to the ſwelling brim, 
Vaſt toaſts, en the delicious lake, 
Like ſhips at fea, may ſwim. 


not battle on his cheek, 
ith war I've ve nought to do ; 
I'm none of thoſe chat took Mafirick, 
Nor Yarmouth Leaguer knew. 


Let it no name of planets tell, 
Fixt ſtars or conſtellations ; 
For I am no Sir Sydrophel, 
Nor none of his ;elations. 
Bur carve thereon a ſpreading vine ; 
Then add two lovely boys ; 
Their limbs in am'rous folds intwine, 
The type of future joys. 
Cupid and Bacchus my ſaints are, 
May drink and love ſtill reign ; 


With » wine | waſh away my care, 
And then to love again. 


24 


Song 
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Song. XVI. I am @ jolly Toper. 


F all our fond diverſons, 
A hunter is the beſt, 


In ipite of wars and party jars, 
That ſport has ſtood the teſt, _ 
And a hunting ve will ge, &c. 
Of Nimrod, and of Efau, 
What gallant feats they tell ? 
On foot they follow'd 
They lov'd the ſport fo 
Ad à hunting we will go, &c. 
O hadſt thou, brave Acton, 
But minded more thy Game, 
Thou ne'er had'ſt paid fo dearly, 
For peeping at— That 
And à hunting wwe go, &c, 
Herſelf Diana Goddeſs, 
The pride of female race, 
refer'd to am'rous fooli 
The pleaſures of the chace, 
And a hunting we will go, &c. 
Orion, fooliſh hunter, 
Lur'd by a petticoat, 
In the 1 chace he loiter d, 
And ſo his fate he got. 
And a hunting we will go, &c. 
But after this diſaſter, 
He's made a heav'aly ſign, 
That he at he may view the fort, 
He can no longer join, 
And a hunting aue <will go, &c. 
And hence it is we . 
Ne er break leg or 
For this our fellow ſ — 
Protects us all bow harm, 
And @ hunting wwe will go, c. 


Song 
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Had Dido not lov'd hunting, 
The am'rous bn, on}, er 
Her Highneſs neer lac'd 
In Juno's friendly cave, 
And a hunting we will go, &c. 
Euripides, had hunting 
Been lov'd but like thy books, 
The hounds had not devour'd thee, 
They know a ſportſman's looks, 
And a hunting we will go, &c. 
If, friend, you're call'd a hunting, 
Throw 22 books aſide, 
Cris Horace thus adviſes) 
And mount your horſe, and ride, 
And a hunting we awill go, &c. 


Brisk a&ion cures the vapours, 
Tb effect of lazy floty, 
And muſick makes us chearful, 


So hunting's good for both, 
. &c. 


The ſport of hunting renders 
Our days ſo ſweet and long, 
It makes us better reliſh 
Our glaſſes and a fong, 
And a hunting ve wwill go, &c. 


Our laws prohibit hunting, 
To — xe 
Nor is it meet the vulgar 
Should royal ſports debaſe, 
And a hunting wwe will go, &c. 
The Briciſh Kings are hunters, 
And frequent in the chace, 
They fear no more than we do, 
A weather-beaten face. 
Aud a hunting wve will go, &c. 


Then 


O of 


T 


T 


N 


—— _—. 
—__ 
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Then fill a ſparkling Bumper, 


I'll take it off with glee, 

To all our brother hunters, 

In courſe his Majeſty, 
And a hunting we <vill go. 


Song XVII. Sawny and Teague, &c. 
OU that love mirth, attend to my ſong, 


1 — yo — —.— better employ : 
r 


They neither before had ſeen a wind- mill, 
Nor had they heard ever of any ſuch name : 
As they were a walking, 
And merrily talking, 
At kf by mexe chance @ = windmill they came. 


Haha! crys Sawny, what do you ca' that ? 
To tell the right name o't I am at a loſs. 
Teague readily anſwer d the Scot, 
Indeed believe it'ſh ſhaint Patrick's croſs. 
Says Sawny, ye'll find your fell meikle miſtaken, 
2 

For their is his bonnet, 
And tartans hang on it, 
The plaid and the trews our apoſtle did wear. 


Nay, o' my ſhoul joy, thou telleſhe all lees, 
For that I will ſhwear is ſhaint Patrick's coat ; 
I ſhee't him in Ireland buying the freeze, 
And that I am ſhure iſh the ſhame that he bought ; 
And he is a ſhaint muſh better than ever 
Made either the covenantſh ſholemn or league: 
For o' my ſhalwaſhion, 
He was my relaſhion, 
And had a great kindayth for heneſh poor Teague. 
Wherefore ſays Teague I will by my ſhoul, 
Lay down my napſhack, and take out my beads, 
And under this holy croſs' fet I will fall, 
r 
OL, 
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So Teague began with humble devotion, 
To kneel down before St. Patrick's croſs ; | 
The wind fell a-blowing, _ i | 
And ſet i + goings | 
And it gave our dent joy a terrible toſs. | 
Sa hee'd, to fee how poor Tea | 
Lo) fraching his ears, and roll Saks 
Swearing, it was ſurely the de'il's whirly-gig, 
And none (he roar'd out) of St. Patrick's croſs: 
But iſh it indeed, crys he in a paſſion, 
— Bake thee hos conitt me fo fare 2 
_ Opo' my ſalwaiſhon, , 
This ſhall be a cawſhion, ; | 


To truft to St. Patrick's kindneſh no more. 


Sawny to Teague then merrily cry'd, 
This patron of yours is a very fad loun, | 

To hit you fic a fair thump on the hide, 
For Grading before him, and ſeeking a boon : 

Let me adviſe ye to ſerve our St. Andrew, | 
He, by my faul, was a ſpecial gude man; 


For ſince your St ö 
Has ſerv'd ye ſic a triek, H. 
I'd ſee him hung up e er I ſerv'd him again. | — 
Song XVIII. If Love's a ſweet Paſſion. C: 


'LL languiſh no more at the glance of your eye; 
Can view you all o'er, and ne er fetch a deep ſigh. 
No more ſhall your voice, Syren like, charm my heart, 
In vain you may figh, uſe in vain all your art. 


No, Madam, I'm free; when I'am recreant again, ' Gi 


Let me, unpity'd, feel again my old pain. - 
PII libertine turn, uſe all things in common; | O 
No more than one diſh, be bound to one woman; Su 


Yet PII ſtill love the ſex, but my bottle before 'em ; 
I'll uſe em ſometimes, but Fil never adore em. | 
Go, Madam, be wiſe : when a woodcock's i' th nooſe, +: 
Be ſure hold him faſt, left like me he gets looſe, 


"Songs and Ballads. 


Song XIX. Tweed - Side. 


HAT torment, ye pow'rs, I ſuſtain! 
How my boſom is tortur'd with care! 

; In pity relieve my ſoft pain, 
give me more courage to bear; 
| Let me ſwim in an ocean of blifs, 

Or fink in a torrent of grief: 

An heav'n of delight they poſſeſs, 
Who from hell of deſpair have relief. 


; Song XX. Hark how the Trumpet ſounds to 
| Battle. 


| ARK, how the trumpet ſounds to battle ! 
| Hark, now the thundring cannons rattle ! 
'ruel ambition now calls me away, 
: While I have ten thouſand ſoft things to ſay. 
While honour alarms me, 
Young Cupid difarms me, 
And Celia fo charms me, 
I cannot away, 


Hark again, honour calls me to arms : 
Hark, how the trumpet ſweetly charms ! 
Celia no more then muſt be obey'd, 


— —— 


A Cannons are roaring, and enfigns difplay'd ; 
The thoughts of promotion, 
A Inſpire ſuch a notion, 
art, . Of Celia's devotion 
| I'm no more afraid. 


— — 


Guard her for me, celeſtial powers, 
Ye Gods, bleſs the nymph with happy ſoft hours ; 
O may ſhe ever to love me incline, 
Such lovely perfections I cannot reſign ; 
Firm conſtancy grant her, 
My love ſhall haunt her, 
e, My ſoul cannot want her, 
| She's all ſo divine. 
Song C 2 
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Song XXI. Tas when the Seas were roaring, 


Eneath a ſhady willow, * 
1 
y bank my pillow, 
1 8 
charming Phillis 
| 754 embrace, 
Her as white as lillies, 
And Roſamonda's face. 


What ecſtacies of pleaſure 
She gave, totell's in vain, 

When with the hidden treaſure | 
She bleſt her am'rous ſwain. 


But when I wak'd deluded, 
And found all but a dream, 
I pr or 
ve Goto there” 4 
e $ NO 
So exquiſite a pain ; a 
The wound is paſt all curing, < | 
That Cupid gave the ſwain. 


Song XXII. Thus Kitty beautiful and young. 


Hillis, be gentler, I adviſe ; 
Make up for time miſpent; 
hen beauty > its death-bed lies, 
Tis high time to repent. 
Such is the malice of your fate, 
That makes you old fo ſoon ; 
Your pleaſure ever comes too late, 
How early e er begun. 


Think: 


mv. NIJ@QOCS4 00 


ng. 


1unlz; 
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Think what a wretched thing is ſhe, 
Whoſe ſtars contrive in ſpite, 
The morning of her love be 
Her fading beauty's night. 
Then if, to _—_ your ruin more complete, 
You'll iſaly be” coy 
Die with the ſcandal of a whore, 
And never know the joy. 


Song XXIII. Happy Clown. 


I D from himſelf, now by the dawn 
He ſtarts as freſh as roſes blawn, 
nd 


o'er the heights and lawn 
After his bleating flocks. * 


| thful, and innocently gay, 
chants and whiſtles out the day ; 
Untaught to ſmile, and then betray, 
Like courtly 
Life happy from ambition free, 
Envy and vile hypocriſy, 
Where truth and love with joys agree, 
Unſullied with a crime : 
Unmov'd with what diſturbs the great, 
In proping of their pride and ſtate ; 
He lives, and unafraid of fate, 
Contented ſpends his time. 


Song XXIV. There liv'd long ago in 4 Country 
Place. 


HEN I viſit proud Celia juſt come from my glaſs, 
She tells me Pam fluſter'd, and look like an afs ; 

When I mean of my to put her in mind, 

She bids me leave drinking, or ſhe'l ne er be kind. 

That ſhe's charmingly handſome I very well know, 

And ſo is my bottle each brimmer ſo too ; 

And to leave my ſoul's joy ; oh! tis nonſen e to ask 

Let her go to the devil, bring other full flask. 

4 | Had 


** 
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Had ſhe tax'd me with ing, and bade me forbear, 
"Tis a thouſand to one I had lent her an ea. 

Had ſhe found out my Chloris, up three, pair of ftairs, 
I bad baulk'd her, and gone to St. James's to prayers. 


Had ſhe bade me read Homilies three times a day, 
She perhaps had been humour'd, with little to fay ; 
But at night to deny me my flask of dear Red, 

Let her go to the devil, there's no more to be ſaid. 


XXV. As Archers and Fidlers, &c. 
A archers and fidlers, who cunningly know 


The way to procure themſelves merit, 
ul always provide em two ſtrings to their bow, 
And follow their bus'neſs with ſpirit. 
So likewiſe the provident damſel ſhould do, 
Who'd make the beſt uſe of her beauty, 
If the mark ſhe would hit, or her leſſon pals thro”, 
Two lovers muſt {till be on duty. 


Thus arm'd againſt chance, and ſecure of ſupply, 
So far our revenge we may carry : 

One ſpark for our ſport we may jilt and ſet by, 
And Cother poor foul we may marry. 


XXVI. My Apron, Deary. 


H Chloe ! thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaſt, 

A Since I parted from thee, I'm a ſtranger to reſt ; 

fly to the grove, there to 2 and mourn, 
There ſigh for my charmer, and long to return. 
The fields all around me are ſmiling and gay, 
But they ſmile all in vain——- my Chloe's away: 
The field and the grove can afford me no eaſe 
But bring me my Chloe, a deſart will pleaſe. | 


No virgin I ſee that my boſom alarms, 

I'm cold to the faireſt, tho glowing with charms ; 
In vaia they attack me, and ſparkle the eye, 
Theſe are not the looks of my Chloe, I cry : 
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The looks where bright love like the ſun fits enthran'd, 

And ſmiling diffuſes his influence round, 

"Twas thus view'd thee, my charmer, ama d; R 
Thus gaz'd thee with wonder, and lov'd while IgA. 


Then, then the dear fair one was till in my fight, 

It was pleaſure all day, it was rapture all night ; 

But now by hard fortune remov'd from my ir, 

In ſecret I languiſh, a prey to deſpair. 

But abſence and torment abate not my flame, 

My Chloe's ſtill charming, my paſſion the ſame ; 

O!] would ſhe preſerve me a place in her breaſt, 

Then abſence would pleaſe me, for I ſhould be bleſt. 


Song XXVII. Love bid me hope. 
Ln bid me hope, and I obey'd : 


—_—_— EE. 


Phillis continu'd till unkind : 
hen you may een deſpair, he faid, 
In vain I ſtrive to change her mind. 


Honour's got in, and keeps her heart ; 
Durſt he but venture once abroad, 

In my own right I'd take your part, 
And ſhew myſelf a mightier God. 


This huffing Honour domineers 
In breaſts, where he alone has place; 
| But if true gen'rous Love appears, 
a The hector dares not ſhew his face. 


| Let me till languiſh, and complain, 
Be moſt inhumanly deny'd : 
I have ſome pleaſure in my pain, 
She can have none with all her pride. 


I fall a facrifice to Love, 
She lives a wretch for Honour's ſake; 
Whoſe tyrant does moſt cruel prove, 


The diff rence is not hard to make. 


* 
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Conſider Real Honour then, 
You'll find hers cannot be the ſame ; 


© "Tis noble confidence in men, 
In women mean miſtruſtful ſhame. 


Song XXVIII. Sure neer was a dog, &c. | 

URE ncer was a dog ſo wretched as I, 
Whoſe reſt is for ever prevented; g 

I'm neither at when Aurelia looks coy, 
Nor when ſhe looks kind am contented. 

Her frowns give a pain I'm unable to bear, 

- "— hts of them ſet me a trembling : 

Her ſmiles give no Joy, fince I plaguily fear 
The'y can be no more than difſembling. 

Then prithee, my deareſt, conſent and be kind, 
Put an end to this troubleſome wooing ; / 

For I ſee I ſhall neer be at peace in my mind | 
Till once you and I have been doing. | 

Let your poor dog no longer with juſtice complain, 
Of uſa 2 above meaſure ; 4 

Bus ner is tos mite ma of Love's pain, | 

Prithee fling him a bit of his pleaſure. ? 


Song XXIX. bat cruel pains, &c. 
HAT cruel pains Corinna takes, 


{ 


* 4 
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To force that harmleſs frown ! 
When not one charm her face forſakes, 
Love cannot loſe his own. | 
So ſweet a face, fo foft a heart, ; 


Such eyes ſo very kind, 
Betray, alas! the filly art 
Virtue had ill deſign'd. 

Poor feeble tyrant ! who in vain 
Would proudly take upon her, 
Againſt kind nature to maintain 

Affected rules of honour. 


The 


# 


Co 


The 


n 


— 
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The ſcorn ſhe bears fo proves, 
When I plead paſſion to 

That much ſhe fears (but more ſhe loves) 
Her vaſſal ſhould undo her. 


Song XXX. Ob what Pleaſures will abound. 


4 _ — — 
W ve ten Es 
O counted I Ml bet 
Oh what lords will kneel to me! 
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In the lottery, 
When I've got ten thouſand pound 


Song XXXI. Room, Room for a Rover. 


\Rail's the bliſs of woman, 
Fleeting as a ſhade; 

hile we pity no man, 

we're made : 


If our favour's wanting, 


We're lov'd for ing. 
Scorn'd . 
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Song XXXII. An Age, &c. 


N age in her embraces paſt, 
A ould ſeem a winter's day; 
here life and light, with envious haſte, 
Are torn and fnatch'd away. 


But, oh! how ſlowly minutes row], 
When abſent from her eyes ; 

That feed my love, which is my ſoul, 
It languiſhes and dies. 


For then no more a ſoul, but ſhade, 
It mournfully does move ; 

And haunts my breaſt, by abſence made 

The living tomb of Jove. 


You wiſer men deſpiſe me not; 
Whoſe love-fick fancy raves - 

On ſhades of ſouls, and heaven knows what ; 
Short ages live in graves. 


When cer thoſe wounding eyes, fo full 
1 ſweetneſs, you did ſee 
you not been profoundly dull, 
You had gone mad like mc. 


Nor cenſure ys, you who perceive 
My beſt belov'd and me 
Sigh and lament, complain and grieve, 
You think we diſagree. 


Alas ! *tis ſaered jealouſie, 
Love rais'd to an extream ; 


The only proof twixt her and me, 
We love, and do not dream. 


Fantaſtick fancies fondly move, 
And in frail joys believe, 

Taking falſe pleafure for true love ; 
But pain can ne'er deceive. 


Kind 


ind 


j 
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Kind j n fears 
n when palt ; c 

Prove our hearts treaſure fixt and dear, 
And make us bleſt at laſt. 


Song XXXIII. The utmoſt Grace, &c. 


H E utmoſt the Greeks could ſhew, 
When to the Trojans they grew kind, 
Was with their arms to let them go, 
And leave their 1 hind. 
They beat the men, and burnt the town, 0 
Then all the baggage was their own. 


There the kind deity of wine 
Kiſs'd the ſoft wanton God of love; 
This clapt his wings, that preſs'd his vine, 
And their beſt pow'rs united move. 


While each brave Greek embrac' 2 | 
Lull'd her aſleep, and then grew d 


Song KXIXV. When firſt I ſaw thoſe Lips, 


a thoſe Eyes. Ry 


F from the luſtre of the ſan, 
To catch your fleeting ſhade you run, 
In vain is all your haſte, Sir; 
But if your feet reverſe the race, 
The fugitive will urge the chace 
And fellow you as faſt, Sir, 


Thus, if at any time, as now, 
Some ſcornful Chloe you purſue, 
In hopes to overtake her ; 
Be ſure you ne'er too eager be, 
But look upon't as cold as ſhe, 
And ſeemingly forſake her. 


So I and Laura tother day, 
Were courſing round a cock of hay, 
While I could ne er &er get her; 
D 2 | 4 But 
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But when I found I ran in vain, 


Quite tir'd, I turned back again, 
And flying from her, met her. 


Pox of this fooling, and ing of late, 

What a potker 25d dn hs ie E 

the rabble run mad with ſuſpicions and fears, 

Let them ſcuffle, and jar, till they go by the ears ; 
Their grievances never ſhall trouble my pate, 
So I can enjoy my dear bottle in ſtate. 


And their necks for a toy, a thin wafer and maſs ! 
old Ty they never had needed to ſwing, 


A friend and a bottle is all my defign ; 
He has 
ind not the members and makers of laws ; 


rogue, as his Majeſty pleaſe : 
— woollen, I'll never repine 


Song XXXIX. Dainty Davie. 


Hile in ſaft Italian verſe, 
Ilk fair ane's een and breaſt reherſe, 

While ſangs abound and ſcene is ſcarce, 
Theſe lines I have indited : 

But neither darts nor arrows here, 

Venus nor Cupid ſhall appear, 

And yet with theſe fine — I ſwear, 
'The maidens are __ 

I was ay telling you, 

Lucky Nanſy, 15 Nanſy, 

Auld ſprings wad ding the new, 

But ye wcad never tru me. 


Song XXXVIIL If Love's @ ſweet Paſſion. 


ept in the ſtate ! 


What coxcombs were thoſe, who would barter their eaſe, 


burn 
JJ $05 Wale king ; 
no room for treaſon, that's top full of wine. 


Nor 


; 
; 
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| Nor ſnaw with crimſon will I mix, 
| To ſpread upon my lafſie's cheeks ; 


| And ſyne the unmeaning name perſix, 
| Miands, Chlze, or Phillis. 


2 | I'll fetch nae ſmile frac —_ 
| | My height of extaf) 2 
i Nor cabing us—— preſent my love 


With roles cek and lillies, 
I was ay telling you, &c. 


rs rp ſoy 
My miſt my to boot, 
aſe, And that's an unco* faut I wate : 
: But Nanſy, tis nae matter. 
| Ye ſee I clink my verſe wi” rhime, 
ns | And ken ye, that atones the crimic ; | 
| Forby, how ſweet my numbers chime, 
| And ſlide away like water. 
1 was ay telling you, &Cc. 


Now ken, my reverend ſonſy fair, 
Thy 4 cheeks and lyart hair, 
Thy 3 
Are @ my paſlion's ſewel 
Nae skyring gowk, my dear, can ſee, 
Or love, or grace, or heaven in thee ; 
Yet thou has charms anew for me, 
Then ſmile, and be na cruel. 
Leez me on thy 
Lucky Nanſy, E. 
ms (dir; Arg ec 
And Nanſy fac wwill ze no--. 


| 'Troth I have ſung the ſang ta you. 
Which EL ad bs; 
| Hear then my charitable vow, 

| Dear venerable Nanſy. 


But 
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But if the world my paſſion wrang, 

And fay, ye only live in fang, 

Ken I deſpiſe a ſlandring tongue, 
And fing to pleaſe my fancy. 


ex me on thy, &. 


Song. XL. Be Bell. 
HEN a lady like me, condeſcends to agree 
'To let ſuch a jackanapes taſte her ; 
With what zeal and care, ſhould he worſhip the fair, 
Who gives him-——what's meat for his maſter ? 
His actions ſhould ſtill 
„553350 — 
, , it 
To her he ſhould be 
Each night on his knee, 
And fo he ſhould be on each morning. 


Song XLI. As Fidlers and Archers, &c. 


HE laſs that would know how to manage a man, 
Let her liſten and learn it from me, 
His courage to quell, or his heart to trepan, 


As the time and occaſion agree. . 


The girl that has beauty, tho {mall be her wit, 
May wheedle the clown, or the beau, 

The rake may repel, or may draw in the cit, 

By the uſe of pretty word, No. 

When powder'd toupees around are in chat, 

Each ſtriving his to ſhow, | 
With kiſs me, and love me, my dear, and all that, 
Let her anſwer to all be, O No. — 

When a doſe is contriv d to lay virtue aſleep, 

A preſent, a treat, os a ball, 

She ſtill muſt refuſe, if her empire ſhe keep, 4 

And No be her anſwer to all. 


But when Mr. Dapperwit offers his hand, 
Her partner in wedlock to go ; ' 


— — 
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A horſe; and a coach and a jointure in land, 
She's an idiot if then ſhe ſays No. Sy 


And when ſhe's attack'd by a youth full of charms, 
Who's courtſhip proclaims him a man, | 

When preſs'd to his boſom, and claip'd in his arms, 
Then let her ſay No if ſhe can. 


Song. XLII. Help me, each barmonious Grove. 


ELP me, each harmonious grove, 
Gently whiſper, all ye trees, 
/ « Tane each warbling throat to love, 
And cool each mead with ſofteſt breeze. 
Breathe ſweet odours, ev'ry flow'r, 
All your various paintings ſhow ; 
Pleaſing verdure grace each bow'r, 
Around let ev'ry blefling flow. 


Glide, ye limpid brooks, along ; 
; x Muu anc thy mildeſt ray; 
urm' ring floods, repeat m ſong, 
— And tell what Colin ; i= hoy tl 
Czlia comes! whoſe charming air 
Fires with love the rural ſwains ; 
Tell, ah ! tell the blooming fair, 
That Colin dies, if ſhe diſdains. 
Song XLIII. Black Ey'd Suſan. 
E Powers! was Damon then fo bleſt, 
To fall to charming Delia's ſhare ; * 
Delia, the beauteous maid, poſſeſt *% 
Of all that's ſoft, and all that's fair : / 
Here ceaſe thy bounty, O indulgent Heav'n, { 
Lask no more, for all my wiſh is given. - 


I came, and Delia ſmiling ſhow'd, 
She ſmil'd, and ſhow'd the happy name ; 
With riſing joy my heart o'erflow'd, 
I felt and bleſt the new-born flame. ö 
May ſofteſt pleaſures ceaſeleſs round her move, 
4 Mlay all her nights be joy, and days be love. 


TOE —_— 
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why ds gat meu * 

That w ove k 

O name, beyond expreſſi on Hie play 
Thus lodg'd with Ta ar and gay. 

To be fo lodg d, the thought is extaſy ! 

Who would not wiſh in paradiſe to lie ? 


Song XLIV. O London is @ fine Tum. 


| ancient days I've heard, with horns 
The wife her f 1 I: 

Which now the hero 
5 


To city, country, camp, or court, 


Or whereſoe er he go, 
No horned brother dares make 3 
They're cuckolds all arow. 
Song XLV. With tuneful pipe and meryy 
glee. 


Anging the plain, one ſummer's night, 
a vacant hour, 


I SEE chanc'd to light 


r 


On — Phillis“ 
The nymph, adorn'd with — charms, 
In expectation ſat 
To meet thoſe joys in Strephon's arms, 
Which tongue cannot relate. 


Upon her hand ſhe lean'd her head, 
Her breaſts did gently riſe ; 

That ev'ry lover might have read, 
Her wiſhes in her eyes. 

At ev'ry breath that moves the trees, 
She fuddenly would Har ; 

A cold on all her body ſeiz d, 
A trembling on her heart. 


# 


I ö ̃ —;Ä GEO TRIES 


—— tt Ht "PDT -- 


Mug SP OA 


. * 


” Songs and Ballads. 


But he that knew how well ſhe loy'd, 

11 his hour had ſtay d; > 
And with fear and anger mov'd 

The melancholy maid, . 


Ye Gods, ſaid ſhe, how oft he ſwore, 
He would be here by one! 

But now, alas! tis fix, and more, 
And yet he is not come. 


Song XLVI. If Love's a facet Paſſion. 


AY, good maſter Bacchus, aſtride on your butt, 

Since our champagne's all gone, and our claret's run 
» out ; : 

Which of all the brisk wines in your empire that grow, 
Will ſerve to delight your = below ? 

Reſolve us, grave fir, and ſend it over, 

Leſt we die, leſt we die of the fin of be'ng ſober. 


Song XLVII. Tweed-Side. 


we beauties does Flora diſcloſe ! 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Taweed ! 

Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe ; 

Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing roſe, 

Not all the gay flow'rs of the field, 
Not Tiveed gliding gently thro' thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 
The black-bird, and ſweet cooing dove, 
With muſick enchant ev'ry buſh. 
Come, let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Taueed, 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 


Vor. II. E How 
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How does niy love paſs the long day? 
Does Mary not {nr hey og Sun 

Do they never careleſly ſtray, 

+ While happily ſhe lies aſleep? 
Taweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reft ; 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, ' 
To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 

I'd ſteal an ambrofial kiſs. 


"Tis ſhe does the virgins excell, 
No beauty with her may compare ; 

Love's graces all round her do dwell, | 
She's faireſt, where thouſands are fair. 

Say, charmer, where do thy flocks ſtray ? . 
Oh ! tell me at noon where they feed ; 

Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the Tm e ,,? 


Song XLVIII. Come fill me a Glaſs. 


OME, fill me a glaſs, fill it high, 
A bumper, a bumper I'll have: f 

He's a fool that will flinch, 1'Il not bate an inch, 

Tho' I drink myſelf into my grave. 
Here's a health to all thoſe jolly ſouls, 

Who like me will never give o'er, ; | 
Whom no danger controuls, but will take off their bowls, 

And merrily ſtic le for more. 


Drown reaſon and all ſuch weak foes, 
I ſcorn to obey her command ; 

Cou'd ſhe ever ſuppoſe 1'd be led by the noſe, 

And let my glals idly ftand ? 

Reputation's a bugbear to fools, - 

A foeto the joys of dear drinking, 

Made uſe of by tools, who'd ſet us new rules, 
And bring us to politick thinking, 

Fill 'em all, P11 have fix in hand, 
For I've trifl'd an age away: 

Tis in vain to command, the fleeting ſand 


Rowls on, and cannot ſtay. Come, 
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Come, my lads, move the glaſs, drink about, 
We'll drink the univerſe dry ; 

We'll ſet foot to foot, and drink it all out, 
If once we grow ſober, we die. - 


Song XLIX. Saw ye my Peggy. 


OVE let's ha'e mair wine in, 
Bacchus hates repining, 
Venus loos nae dwining, 
Let's be blyth and free. 
Away with dull, here bye, fir ; 
Ye're miſtreſs, Robie, gies her, 
We'll drink her health wi' pleaſure, 
Wha's belov'd by thee. 


Then let Peggy warm ye, 
That's a lais can charm ye, 
And to joys alarm ye, 
Sweet is ſhe to me. 
Some angel ye wad ca' her, 
| And never wiſh ane brawer, 
ö If ye bare-headed ſaw her 
Kiltet to the knee. 


Peggy a dainty laſs is, 
fl | Come let's join our glaſſes, 
| And refreſh our haules 

| With a health to thee. 
Let coofs their caſh be clinking, 
: | ſtateſmen tint in thinking, 
While we with love and drinking 

Give our cares the lie. 


Song L. Chriſt-Church Bells. 


| ARK ! the bonny Chriſt-church bells 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 
They ſound ſo woundy great, 
wond'rous ſweet, 
And they troul ſo merrily, merrily. 
—_ -: Hark! 


— , 


_— — — 1 = \ —_ l 
—ů— x —˖7rꝛa9 — 


26 4 Complete Colleflion of 


Hark ! the firſt and ſecond bell, | 2 
That every day at four and ten 
Cries come to pray'rs, 
3 H. e 
4 1 ſmall at nine, . 
e 
Will leave his can, 
Till he hears the mighty Tom. 


Song LI. Logan Vater. 


ELL me, Hamilla, tell me why 

Thou doſt from him that loves thee run ? 
y frem his ſoft embraces fly, 

And all his kind endearments ſhun ? 


So flies the fawn, with fear oppreſs'd d, 
Seeking its mother ev'ry where, 
It ſtarts at ev'ry empty blaſt, 
And trembles when no danger's near. 


And yet I keep thee but in view, 
To gaze the glories of thy face, 
Not with a hateful ſtep purſue, | 
As age, to rifle every grace. | 


Ceaſe then, dear wildneſs, ceaſe to toy. | 
But hafte all rivals to outſhine, 

And grown mature, and ripe for joy, 
Leave mama's arms, and come to mine. 


Song LII. Gentle Zepbyrs, filent Shadss, | 


Entle Zephyrs, filent glades, 
Purling ſtreams and cooling ſhades, 


Here the graces beauties bring, 
Here the warbling choriſts ſing, 
Love inſpi 


Here 


1 2 


Here 
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Flere behold the am'rous ſwains, 

Free from anguiſh, free from pains, 
Nymphs complying, 
Cares beguiling. 


Venus ſmiling, glads the plains. 


Let not us, too charming fair, 
Be oF only hapleſs pair; 
relieve me, a 
Ceaſe to grieve me. 
Eaſe your anxious lover's care ! 


Kindly here indulge my love, 

This is, my dear, no tell-tale grove ; 
Not revealing, 
But concealing 


All in love, propitious prove. 


8 
To purſue the bliſsful chaſe. 


Let me touch this panting breaſt, 
Here for ever let me reſt, 

Bliſs enjoying, | 
Never cloying, 
Ever loving, ever bleſt. 


Song LIII. I ld 4 bonny Lady. 


E L L me, tell me, charming creatme, 
Will you never caſe my pain ? 

Muſt I die for every feature ? 

Mult I always love in vain ? 
The deſire of admiration 

Is the pleaſure you purſue : 
Pray thee try a laſting 

Such a love as mine for you. 


* 
— 
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Tears and fighing could not move you ; 
gy 2 ht to dare: 
When I plainly told I lov'd you, 
Then you ſaid I went too far. 
Are ſuch giddy ways beſeeming ? 
Will my dear be fickle till ? 


is the joy of 
e Ter their faves be what they will. 


Your a_— with torments fills me, 
A 


my deſp rate thoughts increaſe ; 
Pray conſider, if you kill me, oy 
You will have a lover leſs. 
If your wand' ring heart is beating 
1 n 3 
when you have done coquetti 
Name a day, and fix on — 


Song LIV. Auld lang fyne. 


Hould auld acquaintance be 
Tho they return with ſcars? 
'Theſe are the noble hero's lot, | 
Obtam'd in glorious wars: | 
Welcome, my Varo, to my breaft, : 
Thy arms about me twine, | 
And make me once again as bleſt, 
As I was lang ſyne. 


Methinks around us on each bough, 
A thouſand Cupids play, 1 
Whilſt thro? the es i walk with you, 
Each object s me gay: 
Since your return the ſun and moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 
Streams murmure ſoft notes while they run, 
As they did lang ſy ne. 


ſpiſe 
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Deſpiſe the court and din of ſtate; 
Let that to their ſhare fail, 
Who can eſteem ſuch ſlav' ry great, 
While bounded like a ball : 
But ſunk in love, upon my arms 
Let your brave head recline, 
We'll pleaſe ourſelves with mutual charnts, - 
As we did lang ſy ne. 


O'er moor and dale, with your gay friend, 
You may purſue the chace, 

And, after a blyth bottle, end 
All cares in my embrace : 

And in a vacant rainy day 
You ſhall be wholly mine ; 

We'll make the hours run ſmooth away, 
And laugh at lang ſyne. 


The ho. phys with the ſweet air, 
And of generous love, - 

Which had | been utter'd by the fair, 
Bow'd to the pow'rs above: | 

Next day, with conſent and glad haſte, 
Tb approach'd the ſacred ſhrine ; 

Where the good prieſt the couple bleſt, 
And put them out of pine. 


Song LV. The Laſs of Peaty's Mill. 


H E laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
So bony, blyth, and gay, 
In ſpite of all my skill, 
Hath ſtole my heart away. 


When tedding of the hay 


Bare - headed on the green, 
Love midſt her locks did play, 
Ang wanton' d in her een. 


Her arms, white, round and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn, 


4 


To 
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To age it would give youth, 
To preſs em with his hand. 


LY 


Like flowers which grace the wild, 
She did her ſweets impart, ' 
When e'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 

Her looks they were ſo mild, 

Free from affected pride, 

She me to love beguil'd, 

I wiſt'd her for my bride. 


O had I all that wealth 
Hoptoun's high mountains fill, 
Inſur d long life and health, 
And pleaſures at my will; 
I'd promiſe and fulfill, - 
That none but bony ſhe, 

The laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi me. 


Song LVI. Waft me ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze, 


OUR tender girls, when firſt their hands 
Are join'd in Hymen's magick bands, 

Fondly believe they ſhall maintain 

A long, uninterrupted reign : | 

But to their coſt, too ſoon they prove, 


That marriage is the bane of love. 8 


The phantom, duty, damps its fire. 
And clips the wings of fierce deſire. 


But lovers in a diff rent ſtrain, 
Expreſs, as well as eaſe their pain: 
Ever ſmiling, ever fair, 

To pleaſe us is their only care: 


And 


And 
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And as their flame finds nodecay, 
They only covet we ſhould pay 

In the ſame coin ; and that, you know, 
Is always in our pow'r to do. 


When youth invites to pleaſure ? 
ink you that love's a laſting joy, 
That one may taſte at leiſure ? 


Confider better, I adviſe, 
The queſtion I am ſtating, 

That beauty fades, occaſion flies, 
While you're the point debating. 


Tho now inſenſible as fair, 
40 05 my vows diſdainiug, 
You 4 mode my in deſpair, 
— conphining : 


Dh age, ſhall ſeize you yet a maid, 
And all thoſe lovely = 
Where Cupid fits in ambuſcade, 

And ſcatters thouſand graces, 


Shall fall defenccleſs from your head, 
And love his camp remove ; 

Thoſe ſparkling eyes look ſunk and dead, | 
That now 55 fatal prove: 


When that Vermillion on your face, 
That does the roſe outvye, 

To deadly paleneſs ſhall give place, 
And loſe its crimſon dye: 


Then (mark me) as the faithful glaſs, 
The diſmal change betrays, 
Yowll cry, how mad was I to paſs, 
So ill my youthful days! 
Vor. II. F 


| Pax why ſo wond'rous coy, 
h 


Song LVII. One April Morn as from the Sea, 


But 
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But oh! too late my fault I own, 
(None can paſt youth renew) 
I'm ever deftin'd to bemoan, 
The joys I never knew. 


Song LVIII. Begging we will go: 


OW well may life be term'd a play, 
The world be call'd a ſtage, 
which all having caſt their parts! 
Turn players of the ſtage. 
And a ftroling they will go, &c. 
- On world, as on the Theatre, 
"Tis hard for to excell, 
Where there are twenty that act ill, 
There's ſcarce one can act well. 
Thy" a Stroling, &C. 


Few their own characters expoſe, 
But follow common rule, 

Dull formal blockheads great men play, 
And great men play the fool. 
Thus a Stroling, &C. 

Like , Politicians 
In pomp their part rehearſe, 

But, ſhould you look behind the ſcenes, 
"Ts all but humble farce. 

2 a ftroling they, &c. 

Since then that we are actors all, 
On us your cenſure ſpare, 

And, in indulgence to the ſtage, 
Support a brother play'r. 

Or a ftroling, &c. 


Hold, hold, the audience I'll harangue, 
—_— that the curtain fall, 
is rhyming ſing-ſong poet here 
Perhaps 4d — us all. TE: 
And a ftraling, &c. 


Unleſs 
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Unleſs this ſmall attempt to pleaſe, 
You with your favour crown, 

No feigned play-houſe we ſhall let, 
But e'en muſt let our own. 
And a ftroling, &c. 


Song LIX. When firſt Paſtora came ts Town. 


H Cz/ia! while with ſtudious care 
A You turn each ringlet of your hair, 
1 hink how the moments glide away, 

That ſoon, alas? ſhall turn them gray. 
Dreſs and paint then lay afide, 
Of borrow'd beauty leave the pride: 
Studied art and vain diſguiſe, _ 
Men admire, but deſpiſe. 
Celia, cultivate your mind, 
That may yet admirers find ; 
Care on that were juſtly plac'd, 
Since its beauties eyer laſt. 


Song LX. Do not ast me, &c. 
A Woman's ware, like China, 


Now cheap now dear is bought ; 
hen whole tho worth a guinea, 
When broke's not worth a groat, 


A woman at St. James's, 
With hundreds you obtain ; a 
But ſtay till loſt her fame is, 
She'll be cheap in Drury. lane. 


Song LXI. Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray. 


Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
They were twa bonny laſſes, 
They bigg'd a bower on yon burn-brae, 
And theek'd it o'er - raſhes. 
2 


Fair 
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Fair Beſſy Bell I loo'd 
nog — a — 5 ö 
's 
They gar my fancy falter 


Now ZBeſſy's hair like a lint- tap; 
She ſmiles like a May morning, 
When Phcorbus ſtarts frac Thetis' lap, 
The hilk with rays adorning : 
White is her neck, faft is her hand, 
Her waſte and feet's fu" genty ; 
With ilka grace ſhe can command? 
Her lips, O wow! they're daiaty. 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her eyes like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay fac clean, redd up and braw, 

She kills whene'er ſhe dances: 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 
She blooming tite and tall is 3 
And guides her airs fae 
O Jove ! ſhe's like thy Pallas. 


Dear Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 6 
Ye unco fair us; 
Our fancies jee between you twa 
Ye are fic bonny laſſes: 
Wae' me! for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſtented ; 
Then VF 11 draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with anc contented: 


_ LXII. Would you have a young Virgin, &c. 


diſpell'd when a woman appears ; 
e the notes of a fiddle, ſhe ſweetly, ſweetly 


F the heart of a man is depreſſed with cares, 
The miſt is diſpell 
I 


Raiſes the ſpirits, and charms our ears. 


Roſes 


Noſes 
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Roſes and lillies her cheek diſcloſe, 


But her ripe lips are more ſweet than thoſe. 


Preſs her, 

Careſs her, 

With blifles 
er kailes 


Diffatis us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe. 


Song LXIII. Bony Jean. 


OV Es goddeſs in a myrtle grove, 
L Said, Cupid, bend thy bow with ſpeed, 
or 


—— — vaſt bleed. 
For 5 hty heart m 
The Lalling boy, with divine art, 
From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 
Which flew, unerring, to the heart, 
And kill'd the pride of bony Jean. 
No more the nymph, with hey air, 
Refuſes Willy's kind > - 
Her yielding bluſhes ſhew no care, 
But too much fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
No more the youth is fullen now, 
But looks the gayeſt on the green, 
Whilſt every day he ſpies fome new 
Surprizing charms in bony Jean. 
A thouſand 2 crowd his breaſt, 
He moves as light as fleeting wind, 
His former ſorrows ſeem a jeſt, 
Now when his Jeany is turn'd kind: 
Riches he looks on with diſdain, 
The glorious fields of war look mean ; 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, 
If abſent from his bony Jean. - 


The day he ſpends in am'rous gaze, 


Which even in ſummer ſhortn'd ſeems; 


When ſunk in down, with glad amaze, 
He wonders at her in his dreams. 
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All charms diſclord, the looks more bright 
With breaking day, he It his ight, 
And pants to be with bony Jean. 


Song LXIV. Gently touch the warbling Tyre. 


F Corinna wonld but hear 
I What impatient love cou'd ſay, 
She would banith idle fear, 
She would ſoen approve the 
Like the voice, and bleſs the tongue. 


Since to filence I'm confin'd, 

Sighs and ogles muſt declare, 
What torments my thoughtful mind ; 
How I wiſh, and how deſpair : 

All the motions of my heart, 


Sighs and ogles muſt impart. 
Song LXV. Alexis ſhunn'd, &c. 


*Lexis ſhunn'd his fellow ſwains, 

Their rural ſports and jocund ſtrains, 
(t{eaven guard us all from Cupid's bow) 
He loſt his crook, he left his flocks, 
And wand'ring _ the lonely rocks, 

He nouriſh'd endleſs woe. 


The nymphs and ſhepherds round him came, 
His grief ſome pity, others blame ; 

The fatal cauſe all kindly ſeek : n 
He mingled his concern with theirs, 
He gave them back their friendly tears, 
He fights ; but could not ſpeak. 


Clorinda came among the reſt, 
And ſhe too, Kind concern expreſt, 


And 


e. 


And 
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And ask'd the reaſon of his woe : 
She ask'd ; but with an air and mein, 
As made it eaſily foreſeen, 

She fear'd too much to know. 


The ſhepherd rais'd his mournful head, 
And will you pardon me, he ſaid, 

While I the cruel truth reveal ; 
Which nothing from my breaſt ſhould tear, 
Which never ſhould offend your ear, 

But that you bid me tell ? 


"Tis thus I rove, tis thus complain, 

Since you appear'd upen the plain ; 
Yau are the cauſe of all my care: 

Your eyes ten thouſand dangers dart ; 

Ten thouſand torments vext my heart ; 
I love, and I deſpair. 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard, 

"Tis what I thought! tis what I fear'd! 
And yet on you, ſhe cry d: 

But you ſhall promiſe, ne'er again 

To breathe your vows, or ſpeak your pain. 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy'd. 


Song LXVI. To this Moment, &c. 


O this moment a rebel, I throw down my arms, 
Great love, at firſt ſight of Olinda's bright charms : 
Made proud, and ſecure by ſuch forces as theſe, 

You may now play the tyrant as ſoon as you pleaſe, 

When innocence, beauty, and wit do conſpire 

To betray, and engage, and inflame my deſire: 

Why ſhould I decline what I cannot avoid, 

And let pleaſing hope by baſe fear be deſtroy d? 


Her innocence cannot contrive to undo me. 


Her beauty's inclin'd, or why ſhou'd it purſue me ? 
And wit has to pleaſure been ever a friend; 


Then what room for deſpair, ſince delight is love's end. 


There 
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There can be no danger in ſweetneſs and youth, 
Where love is ſecur d by good nature and truth: 
ung Ay and of pleaſure complain, 
While ev'ry look adds a lin to my chain. 


'Tis more to maintain, than it was to fi __— 
But her wit leads in triumph the ſlave of her eyes : 


I beheld, with dle c y freedom before, 
But hearing, for ever muſt ſerve and adore. 


Too bright is my goddeſs, ber temple too weak: 
Retire, divine image ! I feel my heart break. 

Help, love, I diffolve in a rapture of charms, 

At the thought of thoſe joys I ſhou'd meet in her arms. 


Song LX VII. *Twas when the Seas were roaring. 


OW cruel are the traytors, 
Who lye and ſwear in jeſt, 
o cheat unguarded creatures, 
Of virtue, and reſt ! 
Whoever ſteals a ſhilling, 
Through ſhame the guilt conceals ; 


In love the perjur d villain, 
With boaſts the theft reveals. 


Song LXVIII. Lillibullero. 


HE modes of the court ſo common are grown, 
That a true friend can hardly be met ; 
Friendſhip for int'reſt is but a loan, 
Which they let out for what they can get. 

"Tis true, you find 

Some friends ſo kind, 
Who will give you good counſel themſelves to defend, 

In ſorrowful ditty, 

They promiſe, they pity, 
But ſhift you for monev, from friend to friend. 


Song 
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Song LXIX. y ſo pale and wan. 


HY ſo pale and wan, fond lover? 
Prithee, why ſo pale? 
Will, . 2 can't move her, 
Looking ill prevail ? 
- Prithee, why ſo pale? 
Why ſo dull and mute, — 
” Prithee, why ſo mute? 
Will, when well can't win her, 
"Saying do't ? 
Prichaz, w mute? 


” Qui N his will not move, 
t, quit t 
This 


ring. cannot take her ; 
If of herſelf ſhe will not love, 
Nothing can make her: 
The devil take her. 


Song LXX. 4s May in all ber youthful Driſs 


HEN all that lies beneath the ſun 
Is ſcorch'd, or melted with his fire 2 

How comes it, Phillis, you alone 
Glow' not from weather nor defire ? 


Like ſnowy mountains, chill and high, * 

| Tow'ring you ſtill o'er-look mankind ; 

Whilſt at your feet we * lie, 
Thee, brighteſt nymph, all froſt we find. 


Our dog-days from the ſun and you, 
Muſt the ſcorch'd world at once receive? 

Your ice, like, him, inflames us too, 

end, And does redoubled ardours give. 


Your eyes that ſet our ſouls on fire, 
The of burning-glaſſes play: ; 
Whilſt remain themſelves entire, b 
Yet dart thro' ours love's Tg ray» 


Vor. II . G 


4 . 


— 
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Song LXXI. Moggy Lawther on a Day. 
URE woman was at firſt deſign' d 
r 


Song LXXII. My friend and J. 
& - + +08 iſs- 
all of fack up to the brim : — 


to my friend, 
he drank his pot, 


And we drank the vintner out of door; 
We drank it all up 


In a morning, at a 


And ly rov'd about for mae. 


D 
W 
V 
E 


F 
Y 
/ 
I 


- 


a=. 


= 


My | 


, the 
And the merchant Fee be ves quite aun 


diy Shoot, not hen ps 


Said, let's to the 
Straight then we fail'd 

To the Canaries, 

Which afforded juſt a tafte ; 
From thence unto the Rhine, 
Where we drank u all the wine, 

Till Bacchus cry © 
Pr tea wet 4 
ü a, 

* 


Out fie ! crys one 
What a bea be males biz? 


He can neithet aud un go, 


haſte : 


Out you beaſt, you, | = 
You'er much miſtaken, | 
When e'er knew you a beaſt drink ſo? 

'Tis when we drink the leaſt, - 

That we evink myſt 1 
But when we carouſe 


fix in hand, 
'Tis then, and only then, 
That we drink the like men, 


G 2 


When we drink till we can neither go nor ſtand. 


Song 


Oer hills and mountains high, 
E'er fince the break of day, 

I have been travelling many a mile, 
And cannot find my way. 


. 
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9 — rely with a ſmile, 
And I'll ſhow thee a nearer way 
The eghn ur r. 2 
He mird cur Bbg — ſweet, 
W play d E | 


lay'd her ſuch a tune, 
2 he made this fair maid fing, 
O the muſick of thy bag-pipes ſweet, 
Makes all my nerves to ring! 


O erd! O ſhepherd! 
If n 


And, if ever I chance. to loſe my 
88 


Song LXXV. Tl range around the ſhady 
Bower 


Her wit, her humour, and her face, 
Pleaſe beyond all I felt before; . 
Oh! why can't I admire her leſs ? 
Or dear Liberia love me more ? 


54 


A Complete Collefdion of 


Like ſtars, all other female charms 


Ne'er touch my heart, but feaſt mine eye: 


e he's the onde ſun that warms, N 
With her alone I'd live und die 


Immortal pow'rs, whoſe work divine, 
Inſpires my ſoul with ſo much love, 

Grant your Liberia may be mine, 
nd con. 3 hover Bae thee. 


Song LXXVI. Leave off, &c. 


Talk no more of Whig and Tory, 
Ar aſs, — 
Round let it 
The bottle ſtands before ye, 
Fill it up to the top, 
Let the night with a be cawn', 
Drink ſee it out, 
Love and ip ſtill go round. 


Tf claret be a bl 
This night devote to pleaſure; 

Let worldly cares, 

And ſtate affairs, 
yr more leiſure : 

to the top, | 
Let the ni os Art ke ITY 
— — ſee it out, 

Love and friendſhip till go round. 


5 11 your fooliſh prating, 


If any is fo zealous, 


To be 3 -minian, 


im drink like me, 


Let the night with joy be crown d. 
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Song LXXVII. Down the Burn, Davie. 
WW HEN tres did bud, and fields were green, 
When 


And broom bloom'd, fair to ſee ; 


was compleat fifteen, 
And love laugh'd in her ce, 

Blyth Davie's blinks her heart did move 
To . her mind thas free, 

Gang down the Burn, Davie love, 
And I ſhall follow thee. 


Now Davie did each lad 
That dwelt on this Burn-fide, 
And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
Juſt meet to be a bride ; 
Her cheeks were roſy red and white, 
Her een were bonny blue; 
Her locks were like Aurora bright, 
Her lips like dropping dew. 


As down the Burn they took their way, 
What tender tales they faid, 

His cheek to hers he aft did lay, 
And with her boſom play'd: 

Till baith, at length, impatient grown 
To be mair fully bleſt, 

In yonder vale they ligg'd them down ; 
Love only ſaw the reit. 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmleſs play, 

And naething, ſure, unmeet ; 

For, ganging hame, I heard them ay, 
They lik d a walk fae ſweet ; 

And that they often ſhou'd return, 
Sic pleaſure to renew: 

Quoth Mary, love, I like the Burn, 
And ay ſhall follow you. 
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Song LXXVIII. While the be Lover, Be. 


Hile the lover is thi 
With my friend I'll be dri 
And with vigour purſue my — 
While the fool is deſigning 
His fatal confining, 
With Bacchus I'll ſpend the whole night. 


With the God I'll be jolly, 

Without madneſs or folly, 
Fickle woman to marry implore ; 

Leave my bottle and friend, 

For ſo fooliſh an end! 
When I do, may I never drink more. 


Song LXXIX. Celia, let not Pride, &c. 


Elia, let not pride undo you, 
Love and life fly ſwiftly on; 
Let not Damon till purſue you, 
Still in vain, till love is gone. 
See how fair the blooming 3 is, 
See by all how juſtly priz” 
n loſes, 
See the wither'd thing deſpis Sd. 


When theſe charms that youth have lent you, 
Like the roſes are decay'd, 

Celia, you'll too late repent you, _ 
And be forcd to die a maid ! 

Die a maid ! die a maid ! die a maid ! 


Celia, you'll too late repent you, 
And be forc'd to die a maid! a 


Song 


Song 
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Song LXXX. By Moon-light on the Green. 


Y moon-light, on the green, 

Our bonny laſſes cooing, 
dancing there I've ſeen, 

Who ſeem'd alone worth wooing 3 
Her ſkin like driv'n ſnow, 

Her hair brown as a berry, 

Her eyes black as a ſloe, 

Her "hi wipe in, ie 
W e 
Whitke i, Aut it 
. Whirl'd it, 2 it; 5 
Swimmi 


NL 
nd a jerk at parting 
With a heave and a toſs, 
And a jerk at parting. 


As ſhe fat down, I bow'd, 
And veil'd my bonnet to her ; 

Then — ed 
With honey words to woo her ; 

Sweet blitheſt laſs, quoth I, 

, It is bleak weather, 
ithee let us try 
"Another dan together 
Ob how foe, &c. ; 


Whilſt ſuing thus I ſtood, 
Quoth ſhe, 1 4 leave Fry fooling, 
Some dancing ; 
But yours, " fear, Bebe — 


Vol. II. H Still 
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Song LXXXI. Beſſy Bell, and Mary Gray. 
OW ſweetly ſmells the fimmer green 
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- 


And figh'd with m ſarrow, 


'Then gang your ways, quoth ſhe, 
But dance again to-morrow. 


Ob how ſhe, &c. 


H Sweet taſte the peach and cherry ; 
inting and order pleaſe our een, 
And claret makes us merry: 
But fineſt colours, fruits and flow'rs, 
And wine, tho' I be thirſty, 
Loſe a' their Charms, and weaker powers, 
Compar'd to thoſe of Chriſty. 


When wand”ring o'er the flow'ry park, 
No nat'ral beauty wanting, 
How lightſome is't to hear the lark, 
And birds in conſort chanting ! 
But if my Chriſty tunes her Voice, 
5 
y thoughts with extacies rejoice, 
And drap the bale creation, / 


Whene'er ſhe fmiles a. kindly glance, 
I take the happy omen, 

And after mint to make advance, 
Hoping ſhe'll prove a woman: 


But, 
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But, dubious of my ain deſert, 
My ſentiments I ſmother, 

With ſecret ſighs I vex my heart, 
For fear ſhe love another, 


Thus blate Edie, by a burn, 
His Chriſty did o'erhear him, 

She doughtna let her lover mourn, 
But, e'er he wiſt, drew near him. 

She ſpake her favour with a look, 
Which left nae room to doubt her, 

He wiſely this white minute took, 
And flang his arms about her. 


My Chriſty . witneſs bonny ſtream, 
Sic joy frae tears ariſin 
1 a dream; 
O love the maiſt ſurpriſing ! 
Time wa te ets wad, 
This point of a* his wiſhes, 
He wadna with ſet ſpeeches bauk, 
But waird it a“ on kiſſes. 


Song LXXXII. Upbraid me not, &c. 
os 


Pbraid me not, capricious 
With drinking to exceſs ; 


I mould not want to drown deſpair, 


Was your indifference leſe. 


i Love me, my dear, and you ſhall find, 


When this excuſe is gone ; 
That all my joys when Chloe's kind, 
Are fix'd on her alone, 
The god of wine to beauty yields with joy ; 
For Bacchus only drinks (like me, like me, 
Like me) when Ariadne's coy. 


HK Song 
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Song LXXXIII. From roſy bowers, &c. 
| hy: roſy bowers, where ſleeps the god of love, 
Y 3 


Hither, ye little waiting Cupids, 
Teach me, in ſoft melodious ſong, to move 
With tender my heart's darling joy : 
Ah! let the ſoul of muſick tune my voice, 
To win dear Strephon, who my ſoul enjoys. 


Or if more influencing 
Is, to be brisk and airy, 
With a 2 
nd a frisk from 
PI up like any fairy: 


As once on Ida dancing, 

Were three celeſtial ies, 

138 
a ſhape and a grace, 

Let me charm like beauty's gooddeſs. 
Ah! ah! 'tis in vain, tis all in vain, 
Death and deſpair muſt end the fatal pain; © 
Cold deſpair, diſguis'd like ſnow and rain, 
Falls on my breaſt; black winds in tempeſts blow: 
My veins all ſhiver, and my fingers glow ; 
My pulſe beats a dead march for loſt repoſe, 
And to a ſolid lump of ice my poor fond heart is froze. 


Or ſay, ye powers, m to crown, 
Shall I thaw myſelf, ws. rown 
Amongſt the foaming billows, 
Increaſing all with tears I ſhed ; 
On beds of Ooze and cryſtal pillows 
Lay down my love-fick head? 


No, no, I'll ſtraight run mad, 
'That ſoon my heart will warm ; 

When once the ſenſe is fled, 
Love has no power to charm : 


Wild | 
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Wild thro' the woods Il] fly, 
My robes and locks ſhall thus be tore ; 
A thouſand thouſand deaths I'll die, 
E*er thus in vain, e'er thus in vain adore. 


Song LXXXIV. The bonny grey-ey'd Morn. 


IS woman that ſeduces all mankind ; 
By her we firſt were taught the wheedling arts : 

Her very eyes can cheat ;. when m | 

She tricks us of our money with our hearts. 
For her, like wolves by-night, we roam for prey, 

And practiſe ev'ry fraud to bribe her charms : 
For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 

And beauty muſt be feed into our arms. | 


Song LXXXV. There was a jovial Beggar. 
HE ſtone that all things turns at will 
To gold, the chymiſt craves; 
But gold, without the chymiſt's skill, 


Turns all men into knaves. 
And a cheating they will go, &c. 


The merchant wou'd the courtier cheat, 


When on his goods he lays 


Too high a price —  » but, faith, he's bit, 


For a courtier ne er pays: 
And a cheating, &C. 


The lawyer, with a face demure, 
Hangs him who ſteals your pelf ; 

Becauſe the good man can endure 
No robber but himſelf. 

And à cheating, &c. 


Betwixt the quack and highwayman. 
Jun diff 'rence can there be? 
Iho' this with piſtol, that with 
#4, oo 
And & cheating, &C. 


ſhe's kind, 


61 


The 


A Complete Colleftion of 


The husband cheats his loving wife, 
And to a miſtreſs goes, 

While ſhe at home, to eaſe her life, 
Carouſes with the Beaus. 1 

And a cheating, &c. 


The tenant doth the Reward nick, % 
So low this art we find) 
The ſteward doth his lordſhip trick, 
My lord tricks all mankind. 
And a cheating, &c. 1 


One ſect there are, to whole fair lot 
No cheating arts do fall, 

And thoſe are parſons call'd god wot, 
And fo I cheat you all. 

And a cheating, &c. 


Song LXXXVI. As ſparks fly, &c. 


S ſparks fly upwards, man is born 
To forrow, and to trouble ; 
But he that takes to him a wife, 
Doth make his burthen double; 
For women we have always found, 
In ſtrife and miſchief to abound ; 
Of man they make a bubble, 
Of man they make a bubble. 


Oh! Job, he was a patient man, 
He liv'd in ſpite of the devil, 

Tho goods and chattels all were loſt, 
Yet Job was very civil; 

But when he took to him a nurſe, 

She prov'd indeed his greateſt curſe, 
Ah! ſhe prov'd his greateſt evil, &c. 


Oh! Sampſon was a mighty man, 
He fill'd the world with wonder ; 

With jaw bone he Philiſtines flew, 
His blows did ſound like thunder ; 


L- 
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But when with Dalilah be toy'd, 
The ſorcereſs ſoon his ſtrength deſtroy'd, 
She quickly brought him under, &c. 
King David was an upright man, 
I tell you now no fiction; 
Until that Beerſheba he ſaw, 
That pretty pleaſing vixen : 
When he her naked body view'd 
He found his goodneſs ſoon ſubdu'd, 
She wrought him great affliction, &c. 
King Solomon, the wiſeſt man 
That ever toy d with woman, 
When he had try'd the ſex all round, 
The virtuous and the common ; 
They're all alike, he wiſely-cry'd 
Vexation, vanity and pride, 
They merit praiſe of no man, &c. 
The poor man he goes out to work 
As hard as he is able; 


At night when he comes home well tir'd, 


She bids him rock the cradle ; 
And if the ſame he doth refuſe ; 
The ſaucy puſs will him abuſe, 
And thumps him with the ladle, c. 
The thief that rides up Holborn hill, 
To Oliver Cromwell's palace ; 
May find ſome friend perchance ſtep in, 
To fave him from the gallows ; 
Oh no! cries he, drive on to gib, 
I'll ne'er be ſlave to my own rib, 
Drive on the cart, good fellow, Fc. 


Sons LXXXVII. Cotillon. 


Outh's the ſeaſon made for joys, 
Love is then our duty ; 
She alone who that employs, 
Well deſerves her beauty. 


— 


Let 


may, 
Beauty's a flower deſpis'd in decay. 
Yauth's the Seaſon, &c. 
Let us drink and ſport to-day, 
Ours 1s not to-morrow ; 
Love with youth flies ſwift away, 
4 Age is nought but ſorrow. 
Dance and fing, 


Time's on the wing, X 


Life never knows the return of ſpring. 


Let us drink, 4e. | G 
Song LXXXVIIL How can 1 be ſad on my H 
 Wedding- Day. 
OW ſhall 1 be fad when a husband I hae, 


That has better ſenſe than any of thae Be 
weak filly fellows, that ſtudy like fools 

To fink their ain joy, and make their wives ſnools ? 
The man who is prudent ne'er lightlies his wife, T 
Or with dull reproaches encourages ftrife ; 


He praiſes her virtues, and neer will ahuſe A: 
Her for a ſmall failing, but find an excuſe. 

H 

Song LXXXIX. Nanſy's 10 the Green ood i 


gane. \ 


Yield, dear laffie, you have won, 
And there is nae denying, 
That ſure as light flows frae the ſun, 

Frae love proceeds complying ; 
For a that we can do or ſay, 

Gainſt love nae thinker heeds us, 
They ken our boſoms lodge the fae, 

That by the heart: ſtrings leads us, 


wy 


FJ ood 


Song, 
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Song XC. Young Bacchus, &c. 


115 roclai med a neighbourly feaſt ; 
it ha appear was a man ofthe gown, 


parochial Prieſt ; 
a health to the Church, 


70h his bowl, 
| Preferng ie 0 the Kin 
Altho' he long ſince had left both in the lurch, 
Vet bs onus Gay Wong, 
The next was 2 talkative blade (whom we call 
A Doctor of the Civil Law) 
He guzzPd and drank up the devil and all, 
As faſt as the drawer could draw ; 
But a health to all nobles he ſtifly deny'd, 
Tho' luſtily he could ſwill, 
Becauſe, till the faſter the quality dy'd, 
It brought the more griſt to his mill. 


The next a Phyſician to ladies and lords, 
Who eaſes all ſickneſs and pain, 

And conjures diſtempers away with hard words, 
Which he Knows is the head of his gain ; 

9 his coach, fil'd his cup to the brim, 

quaffing, did freely 

That Bacchus, who gave us uch cordial to drink, 

Was a better ph than he. 


The next was a Juſtice who never read law, 


With twenty informers behind, 

On free-coſt he tippl'd, and ftill bid them draw, 
Till his worſhip had drank himſelf blind; 

Then reeling away, they rambl'd in queſt 
Of drunkards and jilts of the town, 

That they might be 3 to frighten the reſt, 
Except they would drop _ a Crown. 


Vol. II. 2 


Og nn when merry, beſtriding his tun, 
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8 
The fifth was a tricking Attorney 
By tally men a Src 
Who lengthen'd his bill with co-hy and mawdraw, 
And a thouſand ſuch items beſide ; 
The healths that he drank, were to Weſtminſter-hall, 
And to all the grave dans of the gown ; 
um in Petro, durendum in Paul, 
ch Latin ſure never was known, 


The laſt that appeal d was a Soldier in red, 
With his hair doubl'd under his hat, 
Who was by his trade a fine gentleman made, 
Tho' as hungry and poor as a rat: 
He ſwore by his God, tho? he liv'd by his King. 
Or the help of ſome impudent punk, 
That he would not depart, till he made the but ſing, 
And himſelf moſt confoundedly drunk. 


Song XCI. Cald Kale in Aberdeen. 


_ Auld be the rebel's caſt, 
— 4 7 baſe and bloody, 

I hope we'll ſee them at the laſt 
Strung a' up in a woody. 

Bleſt be he of worth and ſenſe, 
And ever high his ſtation, 

That bravely ſtands in the defence 
Of conſcience, king and nation. 


XCII. A Country Life is fweet. 


REE from confinement and ſtrife, 
0 Pl plow thro? the ocean of life, 
To ſeek new delights, 

Where beauty invites, 

But ne er be conſin d to a wile. 


at law, 


Py 
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The man that is free, 
Like a veſſel at ſea, 
After conqueſt and plunder may roam, 
But when either confin d 
By wife or by wind, 
Tho' for glory deſign'd, 
No advantage they find, 
But rot in the harbour at home. 


Song XCIII. Mucking of Geordy's Byer. 


HE laird who in riches and honour 
Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and free, 

Nor rack the poor tenants, who labour : 

To riſe aboon poverty : . 
Elſe like the pack, horſe that's unfother'd, - 

And burden'd, will tumble down faint ; 
Thus virtue by hardſhip is ſmother'd. 

And rackers aft tine the rent. 


Song XCIV. Feany, where haſt thou been. 


Jeany, Jeany, where has thou been? 
Father and mother are ſeeking of thee. 
Ye have been ranting, playing the wanton, 
Keeping of Jocky company. 
O Betty, I've been to hear the mill clack, 
(Getting meal ground for the family, 
As ſow as it gade I brang hame the ſack, 
For the miller has taken nae mowter frae me. 


Ha! Jeany, Jeany, there's meal on your back, 
The miller's a wanton Billy, and ſke, 
Tho! victual's come hame again hale, what reck, 
; [ fear he haytaken his mowter off thee. 
And Betty, ye ſpread your linnen to bleech, 
When that was done, where cou'd yousbe ? 
Ha! laſs, I ſaw ye flip down the hedge, _ 
The | And wanton Willy was following thee. 


I 2 Ay 
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Ay Jeany, Jeany, ye to the kirk; 
a when it skail" A cou d thou be ? 


Yes — 1 — 4 4 \ 


They fay the ki clerk came w'ye. 
O filly laſke, what thou do ? 

If thou grow at gray they'll heez the hie. 
Look to your ſell, if Jock prove true: 

The cook fas comple will Þ keep me free, 


Song XCV. My Chloe, &c. 


Chloe, why d' ye t me, 
8 * have ? 
o more with frowns affright me, 
Nor uſe me like a ſlave. 
Good - nature to diſcover, 
Uſe well your faithful lover; 
I'll be no more a rover, 

But conſtant to my grave. 


Could we but change condition, 
My griefs would all be flown ; i 
Peor I, the kind phyſician, 
And you the patient grown. 
All own you're wond'rous pretty, 
Well ſhap'd, and alſo witty 
Enforc'd by gen'rous pity, 
Then make my caſe your own: 


The pow'rs who kindly gave us; | 
And form'd our ſhape and mind, | 

Too ſurely would enſlave us, 
Were they like you inclin'd : 

Then goodneſs be your duty, 

Or I muſt bid adieu t'ye ; 

Let them, with all your beauty, 
Be merciful and kind, 
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The filver ſwan, when dying, 
Has moſt melodious lays, 
Like him, when life is flying, 
In ſongs I'll end my days: 
But know, thou cruel creature, 
My foul ſhall mount the fleeter, 
And I ſhali fing the ſweeter, 


By warbling forth your praiſe. 
Song XCVI. Willy was a wanton wag. 


I LLY was a wanton wag, 

The blytheſt lad that cer I ſaw, 
At bridals till he bore the brag, 

And carried ay the gree awa : 
His doublet was of Zetland 

And wow ! but Willy he was braw, 
And at his ſhouder hang a tag, 

That pleas'd the laſſes beſt of a”. 


He was a man without a 
His heart was frank without a flaw ; 
And ay whatever Willy faid, 
It was ſtill hadden as a law. 
His boots they were made of the jag, 
When he went to the weapon-ſhaw, 
Upon the green nane durſt him brag, 
The fiend a ane amang them a'. 


And was not Willy well worth gowd ? 
He wan the love of . 
For after he the bride had kiſs'd. 
He kiſs'd the laſſes hale fale a”. 
Sae merrily round the ring they row'd, 
When be the hand he led them a', 
And ſmack on {mack on them beſtow d, 


By virtue of a ſtanding law, 
The And 
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And was na Willy a great lown 


As ſhyre a lick as cer was ſeen ? 
When he danc'd with the laſſes round, 
Ka. bridegroom ſpeer'd where he had been. 
noth Willy. I've been at the ring, 
ith bobbing, faith, my ſhanks are fair; 
Gae ca your bride and maidens in, 
For Willy he dow do nae mair. 


Then reſt ye, Willy, I'II 
And ſor a wee fill up 

But, ſhame light on his . hn, 4 
He wanted Willy's wanton fling. 

'Then ſtraight he to the bride did fare, 
Says, well's me on your bonny face, 

With bobbing Willy's ſhanks are fair, 
And I am come to fill his place. 


Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll ſpoil the dance, 
And at the ring SES 7 6 lag, 
Unleſs like Willy ye + win Lf 

(O! Willy has a wanton leg) 
For we't he learns us a' to ſteer, 

And formaſt ay bears up the ring ; 
We will find nae fic dancing here, 

If we want Willy's wanton fling. 


Song XCVII. Here's a Whimwham new come 


Der. 


Y love is all madneſs and folly, 
Alone I lie, 
Toſs, tumble, and cry, 
What a happy creature is Polly ! 
Was e'er ſuch a wretch as I! 
With rage I redden like ſcarlet, 
That my dear inconſtant varlet, 


Stark 


„ 


1 


For 


tar 
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Stark blind to my charms, 
Is loſt in the arms Ms 
Of that jilt, that inveigling 4 
Stark blind to my — 
Is loſt in the arms 
Of rhat jilt, that inveigling harlot, 
This, this my reſentment alarms. 


Song XCVIII. Black oak. 


HE more we fee of human kind, 
The more deceits and tricks we find, 
In every land, as well as Spain: 
For wou'd we hope to thrive, 
Upon the mountains we muſt live ; 
For nought but rogues in vales remain. 
The miſer and the man will trick, 
The miſtreſs and the maid will nick ; 


For rich and poor 
Are rogue — 
There's not one honeſt man in a ſcore, 
Nor woman true in twenty-four. 


Song XCIX. Cam lend, &c. 


AM lend, lend y ar lugs Joes, an iſe ſpeeke a ſong. 
Sing heom agen Jocky, ſing heom agen Jocky. 
O nes bonny deeds, an hes prowes emong ; 
Sing heom agen, heom agen, O valeat Jocky. 


Sirs, Jocky's a mon held o mickle note, 
Sing heom agen Jocky, &c. 

Tha breech o tha covenant ſtuck in hes throte ; 
Sing heom agen, heom agen, &c. 


For Jocky wes riteous, whilke ye wad admire ; 
Sing heom agen, &c. 

He foought for tha kirke, bet a plundei'd tha quire ; 
Sing heom agen, heom agen, &c. 


An 
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Fro werden en . bet alack 2 
agen, heom agen, 1 


An 
— wes armed fro top 
wy . I agen, &c. 3 
"= o men, and th are geod d 
poowre — qr 


Sa valent 
— ot np 4 wer, and fa 
Ne cock no —— i 
r hen durſt ſtond in their 
gat; 


Sing heom 
agen, heom agen, &c. 


In 
\ "Sing heom age, ng hom: 
e 3 —_— 
heom again, heom again, Kc. 


Thare deuke ſtoote 
a ee ae 
DP. py og Toy - 
2 firet twurn d arſs 
heom agen, + = "on 


Our wean 
Had 1 hi 2 : 
= — cot be by a ſtrong ſent, 
agen, O valent Jocky. 
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Song C. Chloe proves falſe, &c. 


Hloe proves falſe, but ſtill ſhe's charming; 
C Nature like beauty her temper has made ; 
Subject to , 

Oer each heart ſhe will range; 
Always alarming, 
Ever di ing. 

Never diſmay d. 


Baniſh my ſenſes, or let her not light me ; 
LE ENS Lk kde in; 
Love is a bubble, 
La, ives mankind trouble ; 
electing 5 : 
Drops with the Erle 
Airy and vain. 
Sure Venus gave her that face to deceive me, 


And gave the boy but one arrow would fly ; 
aſte to thy mother, 


Song CI. Cold and raw. 
along 


W. once was I 

n the ſweet month of July, 
coming, beautiful, and young, 
She met with a ſwain unruly ; 

Within his arms the nymph be caught, 
And ſwore he'd love her truly ; 

The maid remember'd, the man forgot 

What paſt in the month of July. 


Vor, II K Song 
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Song CiI. Phillis, the lovely, &c. 


nn,, the lovely, the charming, and fair, 
Pity your Strephon, that loves to deſpair 3 


Fuy, dear nymph, a poor languiſhing ſwain, 


And doom not the liopes of a lover in vain. 


Cupid, direct her, and make her inclin'd, 
Tell her, her Strephon will ever be kind; 
Tell her he languiſhes, tell her he dies, 

And waits the phyfician that dwells in her eyes. 


Crowns are but trifles to Phillis's charms, 
Cupid convey her ſecure to my arms: 

Then may bleſt Strephon for ever remain 
The firſt in a cottage, a happy young ſwain. 


Song CIII. William and Margaret, &c. 


7 Was at the fearful midnight hour, 
When all were faſt + = 
In glided Margaret's grimly ghoſt, 
And ſtood at William's feet. 


Her face was pale like April morn, 
Clad in a wintry cloud ; 

And clay-cold was her lilly hand 
That held her fable ſhroud. 


So ſhall the faireſt face appear. 
When youth and years are flown : 
Such is the robe that kings muſt wear, 
When death has left their crown. 


Her bloom was like the ſpringing flour 
That fps the filver dew ; 
The roſe was budded in her cheek, 


Juſt opening to the view. 


But 


C. 


But 
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But love had, like the canker worm, 
- Conſum'd her early prime: 
The role grew pale, and left her check : 
She dy'd before her time. 


Awake! fhe cry'd, thy true love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave: 

Now let chy pity hear the maid, 
Thy love refus d to fave. 


This is the dumb and greary haur, 
When injur'd ghuits 

And aid the ſecret fears of night, 
To fright the faichleſs man. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge and broken oath, 

And give me back my maiden vow, 
And give me back my troth. 


How could you fay, my face was fair, 
And yet that face forlake ? 

How could you win my virgin heart, 
Yet leave that heart to break ? 


Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep? 
8 ſaid you, that my eyes were bright, 
et left theſe eyes to weep? 


How could you ſwear, my lip was ſweet, 
And made the ſcarlet pale ? 

And why did I, young witleſs maid, 
Believe the flatt ring tale? 


Te, n 

ele lips no red : - 

Dark are my eyes, now clos d in death, 
And every charm is fled. | | 


K 2 | The 
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The hungry worm my ſiſter is; 
This winding - ſheet I wear: 
And cold and weary laſts our night, 

Till that laſt morn appear. 


But hark the cock has warn d me hence 
A long and late adieu 

Come ſee, falſe man! how low ſhe lies, 
That dy'd for love of you. 


He hy'd him to the fatal place 
Where s body lay, 


And firetch'd him o'er the green graſs turf 
That wrapt her breathleſs clay. 


That he's afraid to own? 
That he's, &c. 


If not to behold the beauty 
Of the flow rs that crown the ſpring, 
Proceed, and do your duty, 
But do not name the thing, 
But do not, &c. 


lis. 


Clear was the sky, the wind was ſtill, 
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As the ſun diſplays the roſes, 
When the beams play gently in, 
Your' Phillis ne'er 1 
Nor thinks true love a fin, 
Nor thinks, &c. 


Then fear not my denying, 
Why ſhould'ſ thou ſeartul be? 
Prevent more torments fly in 
And thou ſhalt happy be, 
And thou, &c. | 


On this bank of pinks and lilies, 
Say no more of what you'd do, 
Til be your loving Phillis, 
And be belov'd by you, 
And be, &c. 


Then why ſhould I conceal it, . 
Since my eyes with yours do own, 
Yet let not us reveal it, 
But in pleaſures all alone, 
But in, &c. 


Song CV. The Sun was ſunk, 8c. 


HE ſun was ſunk beneath the hill, 
The weſtern cloud was lin'd with gold: 


The flocks were penn d within the fo!d ; 
When in the filence of the grove, 


Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of love. 


Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe, 
From the hard rock or oozy beech ? 


Who from each weed that barren grows, 
Expects the grape or ? 

With equal faith may hope to 

'The truth of love in womankind. 
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No flocks have I, or fleecy care, 
No fields that wave with golden grain, 
No paſtures green, or gardens fair, 
A woman's venal heart to gain ; 
Then all in vain my fighs muſt prove, 
Whoſe whole eſtate, alas! is love. 


How wretched is the faithful youth, 

Since womens hearts are bought and ſold ! 
They askmo vows of ſacred truth; 

When eber they ſigh, they figh to gold. 
Gold can the frowns of ſcorn remove 
Thus I am ſcorn'd, —— who have but love. 


To buy the gems of India's coaſt, 

What wealth, what riches would ſuffice ? 
Yet India's ſhore could never boaſt, 

The luſtre of thy rival eyes : 
For there the world too cheap mult prove; 
Can I then buy? —— who have but love. 


Then, Mary, ſince nor gems, nor ore, 
Can with thy brighter ſelf compare, 

Be juſt, as fair, and value more, 
Than gems or ore, a heart fincere : 

Let treaſure meaner beauties prove; 


Who pays thy worth, muſt pay in love. 


Song CVI. Jolly Mortals, fill your Glaſſes, 


Ove's a dream of mighty treaſure, 
Which in fancy we pofleſs ; 
the folly lies the pleaſure, 
Wiſdom always makes it leſs. 


When, we think, by paſſion heated, 
We a goddeſs have in chaſe. 

Like Ixion we are cheated, 
And a gaudy cloud embrace. 


Happy 
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Happy only is the lover, 

Whom his miſtreſs well deceives ; 
Seeking nothing to diſcover, 

He con lives at caſe. 


But the wretch that wou'd be knowing 
W nat the fair-one would diſguiſe, 

Labours for his own undoing, 
Changing happy, to be wile. 


Song CVII. The Twilcher. 


Damſel, Im told, 
Whoſe father was dead, to enrich her, 
Of all her fine things, 
Lace, ribbons, and rings, 
Priz d nothing ſo much as her twitcher, poor girl. 
Priz'd noth &c. 


The youth all round, 

With courtſhip profound, 
Try'd every art to bewitch her ; 

But ſhe was fo chaſte, 

She'd not be embrac'd 
By any thing elſe but her twitcher, poor girl, 
By any thing, &c. 


Each offer'd his. pelf, 
In exchange for herſelf, 
If to him the parſon might ſtitch her: 
But till ſhe reply d, 
' She'd never be ty'd 
To any thing elſe but her twitcher, poor girl, 
To any thing, &c. 


To fee himſelf foil'd, 
Reſolv'd to find ways to bewitch her, 

And humble her pride, 

Whatever betide, 
He ſcorn'd to give way to the twitcher, poor girl, 
He ſcorn'd, &c. 


But Cupid grown wild, / 
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Brisk Strephon the young, 
Whdde am'rous 4 
Was baited with words to bewitch her, 
The God did prepare, 
To combat the fair, 
And try'd to outrival her twitcher, poor girl, 
And try'd, &c. 


Young Strephon drew nigh her, 
And fluſh'd with deſire, 

Try'd kiſſes and oaths to bewitch hers 
He prattl'd and toy'd, 
But ſtill ſhe reply'd, 


Piſh, let go the hold of my twitcher, poor girl, 


Piſh, let go, &c. 


But this cunning ſpark 
So well took his mark, 
He found out the way to o'er-reach her; 
1 He gave her a vip, 
Which happen'd to ſlip 
The myſtical knot of her twitcher, poor girl, 
The myſtical knot, &c. 


And thus having ended 
The thing he intended, 
Who knows what he did to bewitch her, 
She cry'd, no, no, no; 
But yet I can't go: 


Now do what you will with my twitcher, dear boy, 


Now do, &c. 
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Song CVIII. Montroſe's Lines. 


I Toſs and tumble thro' the night, 
And wiſh th' approaching day, 

Thinking when darkneſs yields to light, 
FIL baniſh care away: 

But when the glorious ſun doth riſe, 
And chear all nature round, 

All thoughts of pleaſure in me dies; 
My cares do {till abound. 


My tortur'd and uneaſy mind 
Bereaves me of my reſt ; 

My thoughts are to all pleaſure blind, 
With care Pm ſtill oppreſt: 

But had I her within my breaſt, 
Who gives me ſo much pain, 

* mT ſoul would be at reſt, 


ſofteſt joys regain. 


F'd not envy the god of war, ” 
Bleſs'd with fair Vengs' charms, 

Nor yet the thundring Jupiter, 
In fair Alcmena's arms : 

Paris with Helen's beauty bleſt, 

a Wou'd be a jeſt to me; 

If of her charms I were A 

Thrice happier I wou'd be. 


But fince the Gods do not ordain 
Such happy fate for me, | 
I dare not gainſt their will repine, 

Who rule my deſtiny. | 
With ſprightly wine Pll drown my care, 
And cheriſh up my ſoul ; | 
When e'er [ think on my loſt fair, 

Tl drown her in the bowl, 


Vor II. L Song, 


£ 
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Song CIX. With tuneful Pipe, &c. 
ITH tuneful pipe, and hearty glee, 


Young Waty wan my heart ; 
hd ye coy'dna fee, 
All beauty without art. 
His winning tale 
Did foon prevail 
To gain my fond belief ; 
But ſoon the ſwain 
Gangs o'er the plain, 
And leaves me full, and leaves me full, 
And leaves me, full of grief. 


Tho? Colin courts with tuneful ſang, 
Yet few regard his mane ; 
The laſſes a ound Waty thrang, 
While Colin's left alane: 
In Aberdeen 
a 2 _ ſeen 
ve , 
He Hh wit. 
And ſtill purſues, 
Till he does all, till he does all, 
Till he does all obtain. 


But ſoen as he has gain'd the bliſs, 
Away then does he run, 


A 


Maggy, Beatty, 
Avoid the roving twain ; 
His wyly tongue 
Be ſure to ſhun, 
Or you, like me; or you like me, 
Like me will be undone. 


Song 


Song 


Songs and Ballads. 


H! how ſweet it is to love 
Ah! how gay is young defire ! 
And what pleaſing pains we prove, 
When firit we feel a lover's fire! 
Pains of love are ſweeter far, 
Than all other pleaſures are. 


Sighs which are from lovers blown, 

Do but gently heave the heart : 
F'en the tears they ſhed alone, 

Cure, like tickling balm, their ſmart. 
Lovers when tbey loſe their breath, 
Bleed away, an eaſy death. 


Love and time with rev'rence uſe, 
Treat 'em like a parting friend; 
Nor the golden gifts refuſe, 
Which in youth fincere they fend : 
For each year their price is more, 
And they leſs ſimple than before. 


Love, like ſpring tides, full and high, 
Swells in ev'ry youthful vein ; 

But each tide does leſs ſupply, 
Till they quite ſhrink in again ; 

If a flow in age , 

Tis but rain, and runs not clear. 


Song CXI. Leader baughs. 


HE morn was fair, ſaft was the air, 


All nature's ſweets were ſpringing ; 
'T he buds did bow with ſilver dew, 


Ten thouſand birds were finging : 


When on the bent, with blyth content, 


Young Jamie ſang his marrow, 


Nae bonnier laſs e er tread the graſs 


On Leader-haughs and 8 
2 
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Song CX. Ab! how ſivert it is to love 


How 
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How ſweet her face, where every grace 
In heavenly beauty's planted ; 

Her ſmiling een, and comely mein. 
That nae perfection wanted. 

I' never fret, nor ban my fate, 
But bleſs my bonny marrow : 

If her dear ſmile my doubts beguile, 
My mind ſhall ken nae forrow. 


Yet tho' ſhe's fair, and has full ſhare 
Of every charm inchanting, 

Each good turns ill, and foon will kill 
Poor me, if love be wanting. Se 

O bonny laſs! have but the grace 
To think, e'er ye gae furder, 

Your joys maun flit, if ye commit 
The crying fin of murder. 


My wandering ghaiſt will ne'er get reſt, 
And night and day affright ye: 

But if you're kind, with joyful mind 
Pll ſtudy to delight ye. 

Our years around with love thus crown'd, 
From all things joys ſhall borrow ; 

Thus none ſhall be more bleſt than we 
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 


O ſweeteſt Sue ! 'tis only you 
Can make life worth my wiſhes, 

If equal love your mind can move 
To grant this beſt of bleſſes. 

Thou art my fun, and thy leaſt frown 
Would blaſt me in the bloſſom : 

But if thou ſhine, and make me thine, 
Pl flouriſh in thy boſom. 


Foe 


Song 


Song 


Songs and Ballads. _ 


Song CXII. Turn, Sophia, turn away. 


URN, Sophia, turn away 
Tha Rena killing eyes, 
They lead my wandring Y, 
And all my ſenſe ſurprize. 


Upon that lovely angel's face, 
Who can gaze, and not admire ? 

Who tlat face, that air, that grace 
Can once behold, and not admire ? 


Song CXIII. Vy will Florilla, when I gaze. 


HEN firſt I ſought fair Celia's love, 
And ev'ry charm was new, 

I ſwore by all the Gods above, 
To be for ever true. 


But 122 in vain did I adore, 
wept and figh'd in vain ; 
She = 12 WAL and ſwore, 
She ne' er would eaſe my pain. 


At laſt o'ercome, ſhe made me bleſt, / 
And yielded all her charms ; 


And I forſook her, when poſſeſt, 
And fled to others arms. 


But let not this, dear Celia, now 
Thy breaſt to rage incline; 

For why, fince you forget your vow, 
Shou'd I remember mine? 


Song CXIV. The Widow, &c. 


HE widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 
The widow can ſhape, and the widow can ſew, 

And mony braw things the widow can do ; 
Then have at the widow my ladie, 


With 


—— — —— ore — 
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With courage attack her baith early and late, 

To kifs her and clap her ye mauna be blate ; 
Speak well and do better, for that's the beſt gate 
To win a young widow, my ladie. 


The widow fhe's youthfu”, and never = hair 

The har of the wearing, has a good skair 

Of every thing lovely ; ſhe's witty and fair, 
And has a rich jointure, my ladie. 

What cou'd ye wiſh better your pleaſure to crown, 

Than a widow, the bonieſt toaſt in the town, 

With naithing, but draw in 
And fport with the widow my ladie ? 


Then tiller, and killer with courteſie dead, 

Tho' ſtark love and kindneſs be all ye can plead ; 

Be heartſome and airy, and hope to ſucceed, 
With a bonny gay widow, my ladie. 

Strike iron while tis het, if ye'd have it to wald, 

For fortune ay favours the active and bauld, 

But ruins the woer that's thowleſs and cauld, 
Unfit for the widow my ladie. 


OU I love, by all that's true, 
More than all things here below ; 
1 


th a paſſion far more great 
8 
And yet flill you cry forbear, 
Love no more, or love not here. 


Bid the miſer leave his car, 
2 
be * 
Bid the nun ado ©. pl : 
Sylvia, when you this can do, 
Bid me then not think of you. 


your ſtool and fre down, 


Song CXV. Genily touch the warbling Lyre. 


Love's 
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Love's not a thing of choice, but fate ; 
What makes me love, makes you to hate: 


Sylvia then do what you will, 

Faſe, or cure, torment, or kill; 
Be kind, or cruel, falſe, or true, 
Love I mutt, and none but you. 


Song CXVI. Focky blyth and gay. 


Lyth Jocky young and gay, 
Is all my heart's delight; 
C's my ul by day, 
And all my dreams by night. 
If from the lad I be, 
'Tis winter then with me; 
But when he tarries here, 
"Tis ſummer all the year. 


When I and Jocky met, 
Firft on the flowry dale, 
Right ſweetly he me tret, 
And love was all his tale. 
You are the laſ, faid he, 
That ſtaw my heart frae me: 
O eaſe me of my pain, 
And never ſhaw diſdain. 


Well can my Jocky kyth 
His love and courteſie, 
He made my heart full blyth 
When he "firſt ipake to me. 
His ſuit I ill deny d, 
He kifs'd, and I comply'd : 
Sae Jocky promis'd me, 
'That he wad faithful be. 


7m on when Jocky comes, 
when he gangs 2 ; 
Tis night when 2 

But when he ſmiles" 4 _ 
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When gur eyes meet, I pant, 
I colour, figh and faint ; 
What laſs that wad be kind, 
Can better tell her mind. 


Song CX VII. Come, let us prepare, 


HAT a pother of late 
W have they kept in the ſtate, 
About ſetting our conſciences free: 
A bottle has more 
Diſpenſations in ſtore 
Than the King and the State can decree. 


When my head's full of wine, 
I o'erflow with deſign, 
And know no penal laws that can curb me 
Whate'er I deviſe 
Seems good in my eyes, | 
And religion nce'er Cares to diſturb me. 
No ſaucy remorſe 
Intrudes in my courſe, 
Nor impertinent notions of evil ; 
So there's claret in ſtore, 


In peace I've my whore, 


And in peace I jog on to the devil. 


Song CX VIII. Greenwood Tree. 


P ON Clarinda's ing breaſt 
The happy 3 

With love and beauty jointly prelit 

Yo pals the time away. 
Freſh raptures of tranſporting love 

Struck all his ſenſes dumb ; 
He envy'd not the pow'rs above, 

Nor all the joys to come. 


As 
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As bees around the garden rove, 
To fetch their treauſres home, 

So Strephon trac'd the fields of love, 
To fill her honey-comb : 

Her ruby lips he kiſs'd and preſt, 
From whence all joys derive ; 

'Fhen humming round her ſnowy breaſt 
Strait crept into her hive. 


Song, CXIX. Queen of Sheba's March. 


Ome, Florinda, lovely charmer, 
Come and fix this wav'ring heart; 

Let thoſe eyes my foul rekindle, 

E'er I feel ſome foreign dart. 


Come, and with thy ſmiles ſecure me, 
If this heart be worth thy care ; 
Favour'd by my dear Florinda, 

TI be true, as ſhe is fair. 


Thouſand beauties trip around me, 
And my yielding breaſt aſſail; 
Come, and take me to thy boſom, 
F* E'er my conſtant paſſion fail. 


Come, and like the radiant morning, 
On my ſoul ſerenely ſhine, 

Then thoſe glimmering ſtars ſhall vaniſh, 
Loſt in ſplendor more divine. 


Long this heart has been thy victim, 
Long has felt the pleaſing pain; 
Come, and with an equal paſſion 

it ever thine remain. 


Then, my charmer, I can promiſe, 
If our ſouls in love agree, 


None in all the upper dwellin 
Shall be happier thn we. * 


Vor, II. M Song 


As 
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Song CXX. A. tippling Jobn. 


: Rom White's and Will's, 
To purling rills, 


The youth appears, 
She meets him with a frown: 


Thus mourns like me oppreſt; 
2 
ves, 
Joy triumphs in her breaſt. 


J. 
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Song CXXII. Auld Sir Symon the King. 


Ome, here's to the nymph that I love. 
Away, ye vain forrows, away: 

Far, far from my boſom be gone, 

All there ſhall be pleaſant and gay. 


Far hence be the fad and the penſive, 
Come fill up the glaſſes around, 
We'll drink till our faces be ruddy, 
And all eur vain forrows are drown'd. 


* done, and my 3 

ich every gay bloomin , 

My blood 8 is glowing, 
Soft pleaſures my boſom inſpire. 

My foul now to love is diſſolving, 
Oh fate! had I here my fair charmer, 
Fd claſp her, Pd claſp her fo eager, 

Of all her diſdain, I'd diſarm her. 


But hold, what has love to do here 
With his troops of vain cares in aray ? 
Avaunt, idle penſive intruder —— 
He triumphs, he will not away. 

I'll drown him, come give me a bumper; 
Young Cupid, here's to thy confuſion. —— 
Now, now, he's departi s vanquiſh'd, 
Adieu to his anxious deluſion. 

Come, jolly god Bacchus, here's to thee ; 
Huzza boys, huzza boys, huzza, 

Sing io, fing io to Bacchus 
Hence, all ye dull thinkers, withdraw. 

Come, what ſhou'd we do but be jovial ? 
Come tune up your voices and fing ; 

What ſoul is ſo dull to be heavy, 
When wine ſets our fancies on wing ? 


M 2 Come, 
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Come, Pegaſus lies in this bottle, 
He'll mount us, he'll mount us on high, 
Each of us a gallant young Perſeus, 
Sublime we'll aſcend to the sky. 

Come mount, or adieu, I ariſe, 

In ſeas of wide Æther I'm drown'd, 
The clouds far beneath me are failing, 
I ſee the ſpheres whirling around. 

What darkneſs, what rattling is this ? 
Thro Chaos dark regions I'm hurl'd, 
And now —— oh my head it is knockt, 
Upon ſome confounded new world. 


Now, now theſe dark ſhades are retiring, 
See yonder bright blazes a ftar, 
Where am I ? —— behold the Empyreum, 
With flaming light ſtreaming from far. 
Song CX XIII. Over the Hills, &c. 
ERE I laid on Greenland's coaſt, 
And in my arms embrac'd my laſs, 
Warm amidit eternal froſt, | 
Too ſoon the half year's night wou'd paſs. 
Were | fold on Indian foil, 
Soon as the burning day was clos'd, 
I would mock the ſultry toil, | 
When on my charmer's breaſt repos'd ; 
I wou'd love you all the day, 
Ev'ry night we'd kiſs and play, 
If with me you'd fondly ſtray ' 
Over the hills, and far away. 


Song CXXIV. Bonny Dundee. 


HE charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met, 
The judges all rang'd (a terrible ſhow) 

I go undiſmay'd for death is a debt, 

A debt on demand, ſo take what I owe. 
Then farewell my love, dear charmer adieu, 
Contented I die, 'tis better for you : 
Here end ll di;putes the reſt of our lives, 
For this way at once I pleaſe my all wives. 

PS 2 


Song 


z0ng 
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Song C XXV. Lumps of Pudding. 


HUS I Rand, like a Turk, with his doxies all round, 
From all ſides their glances his paſſion confound ; * 

For black, brown, and fair his inconſtancy burns, 

And diff* rent beauties ſubdue him by turns ; 

Each calls to her charms, to provoke his deſires, 

Tho' willing to all, but with one he retires: - 

Then think of this maxim, and put off all ſorrow, 

The wretched to-day may be happy to-morrow. 


Song CXXVI. Old Adam, it is true. 


LD Adam, it is true, 
| No care in Eden knew, 
Yet his ſons live more gay and airy ; 
For he tippl'd water, þ 
While we who come after, 


Drink claret and racy canary. 


Then let each take his glaſs, 5 
And drink to his laſs, 4 
But ne'er be a Slave unto either ; 
For they are only wiſe, 
Who both equally prize, 
And join Bacchus and Venus together. 


Whenever thus they meet, 
All — joys are compleat. 
And our jallity ne er can expire; 
They our — warm, 
And us mutually charm, 
While each from the other takes fire. 


Song CXXVII. The yellow bair'd Laddie. 
VE ſhepherds and nymphs that adorn the gay plain. 
* Approach from your — and attend to my ftrau; 
Amongft all your number a lover fo true, 
Was ne'er ſo undone, with ſuch bliſs in his view. 


Was 
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Was ever a nymph ſo hard-hearted as mine? 
She knows me fincere, and ſhe fees how I pine, 
She does not diſdain me, nor frown in her wrath, 
But calmly and mildly refigns me to death. 


She calls me her friend, but her lover denies : So 
She ſmiles when I'm chearfu], but hears not my fighs, 
A boſom ſo flinty, fo gentle an air, 


Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair ! I 
J fall at her feet, and implore her with tears: * 
er anſwer confounds, while her manner endears ; Ye 


hen ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no relief, 
My trembling lips bleſs her in ſpite of my grief. 


By night, while I ſlumber, ſtill haunted with care, 


I fart up in anguiſh, and figh for the fair: Tl 
The fair ſleeps in peace, may ſhe ever do fo! W 
And only when dreaming imagine my wo. Fo 


Then gaze at a diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 
Nor think he ſhou'd love, whom ſhe cannot admire ; 
Huſh all thy complaining, and dying her ſlave, 


Commend her to heaven, and thy felt to the grave. 'M 
Song CXXVIII. When Lovers, &c. — 
HEN lovers for favours petition, Ta 
Oh then they approach with reſpect; 
But when in our hearts they ve admiſſion, 
They treat us with ſcorn and neglect; | 
Tis "rous ever to try them, Th 
So are men to deceive, W. 
"T's fafer, much ſaſer to fly them, Th 
So eaſy are maids to believe. W, 
Song CXXIX. O Cupid ! &c. 
id, why art thou purſuing 
uch endleſs defigns on my heart, 
To make me fo fond of my ruin, 


And doat on the cauſe 


my {mart ? 


| 
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In vain do I ſtrive to remove her, 
Affection to reaſon is blind, 

In ſpite of her failings I love her, 
She's charming, tho' falſe and unkind. 


Song CXXX. That the World is a Lltery, 
, what Man can doubt? 


HAT the world is a lottery, what man can doubt? 
When born we*:ce put in, when dead we're drawn out: 
And tho' tickets are bought by the fool and the wiſe, 
Yet tis plain there are more than ten blanks to a prize. 
Sing tantarara, fools all, fools all, 
Sing tantarara, fools all. 


The court has itſelf a bad lottery's face, 
Where ten draw a blank, before one draws a place. 
For a ticket in law, who wou'd give you thanks ? 
For that wheel contains ſcarce any but blanks. 
— Sing tantarara, keep out, keep out, 
Sing tantarara, keep out. 


Mongſt doctors and ers ſome ones are ſound, 
— ot e 
How ſcarce is a prize, if with Women ye deal! 
Take care how you marry —— for oh ! in that wheel, 
(Sing tantarara) blanks all, blanks all, 
(Sing tantarara) blanks all. 


That the ſtage is a lottery, by all 'tis agreed, 
Where ten 3 damn'd e' er one can ſucceed; 
The blanks are ſo many, the prizes ſo ſew, 
We all are undone, unleſs kindly you 

(Sing tantarara) clap all, clap all, 

(Sing tantarara) clap all. i 


— 


96 


A Complete Collection of 


Song CXXXI. Whilſt I fondly, &c. 


Hilſt I fendly view the charmer, 
Thus the of Love I fue, 
Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm her, 
Cupid, if you love me, do: 
Of a thouſand ſweets bereave her, 
Rob her neck, her lips and eyes, 
The remainder {till will leave her 
Power enough to tyrannize. 


Shape and feature, flame and paſſion, 


Still in every breaſt will move, 
More is ſupererogation, 
Meer idolatry of love : 
You may dreſs a world of Chloes 
In the beauties ſhe can ſpare ; 


Hear him, Cupid, who no foe is 


To your altars, or the fair. 


| Fooliſh mortal, pray be eaſy, 


Angry Cupid made reply, | 


Do Florella's charms diſpleaſe you? 
Die then, fooliſh mortal, die : 


Fancy not that I'll deprive her 


Of the captivating ſtore ; 
no, P'll rather give her 
Twenty thouſand beauties more. 


Were Florella proud and four, 
J Apt to 5 a lover's care; 
uftly then you „that power 
| Shou'd * mes born 4 
But tho I ſpread a blemiſh o'er her, 
No relief in that you'll find; 
Still, fond ſhepherd, you'll adore her, 
For the beauties of her mind. 


End of No I. of Vol. II. 
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Song CXXXII. London is a fine Town. 


$ETINERANTS weare, and merrily agree, 
5 * ne er a club around the globe more 

ppy are and free: 

2 Ani uity's our boaſt, of mighty ancient fame 

* nor Naſſau, from longer date 


1 s our boaſt, &c. 


Our founder, great Adam, in Eden's bliſeful bow*rs 

Itinerant he was; ſo ſooth'd the paſſing hours. 

From him the ab Origine, none can our title blame, 

Then let all due reſpects be paid —— Ttinerant's the name. 
From him the ab Origine, Tc. 
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- And travelling is good, as learned doctors tell us, 

It openeth the lungs, which are the human bellows ; 

It cauſes good digeſtion, and that's the cauſe of health, 
And Health's the ſauce of life without it, what is 


wealth ? 
I cauſes good digeſtion, &c. 


On Saturdays we meet, when, down the weſtern hill, 

The bluſhing God from Thetis takes a handſome {will ; 

We follow his example, tho do a little differ; 

He topes the briny ocean, but we tope better Liquor. 
We follww his example, &c. 


Our po is monarchy, no other ſchemes advance ; 
And hope that the republican will never lead the dance ; 
That Hydra-headed monſter, whoſe rigid jron-claws, 
When e er they faſten on us, the vital crimſon draws. 
That Hydra-headed monſter, &c. 


We drink the Church and King, the Queen and Royal Line, 
Old England and. Old Trade, that they may ever ſhine; 
And then the cloſing health comes on, with very decent 
pride, | 
And to we drink our Miſtreſſes, our Wives and Fire-fide. 
Aud then the clofeng health, &c. 


The wine in moderation, thus cordially we take, f 
E.xhilarate our friendſhip, and farther friendſhips make. 
The 4 Scythe-God is delighted when we together come, 
To hear our ſongs, and mirth and joys, all eccho round the 


room. 
The Scythe God zs delighted, &c. 


Hie itur ad Aſtra, our motto's ve g 
Thus mounting to the ſtats we wou'd be underſtood; 
For there the jocund orbs immenſly travel round, 
And inf nite Itinerants moſt beautiful are found. 
a For there the jocund orbs, &c. 


Sanitas Sanitatum, omnia Sanitas. . Saturnus. 
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Song CXXXIII. Sweet are the charms of ber 


I love. 
Venus! beauty of the skies, 
To whom a thouſand temples riſe ; 
Gaily falſe in gentle ſmiles, 
Full of love-perplexing wales ; 
O Goddeſs ! from my heart remove 
The waſting cares and pains of love. 


If on N _ _ heard 

A ſong in ſoft di 3 ; 

Propitious to my tuneful vow, 

O gentle Goddeſs! hear me now. 

Deſcend, thou bright, immortal gueſt, 
In all thy radiant charms confeſt. 


Thou once didſt leave almighty Jove, 
And all the golden roofs above : 

The car thy wanton fj s drew, 
Hov'ring in air they lightly flew ; 

As to my bow'r they wing'd their way, 
I ſaw their quiv'ring pinions play. 


The birds diſmiſt (while you remain) 
Bore back their empty car again : 

Then you with looks divinely mild, 
In ev'ry heav'nly feature ſmil'd, 

And ask'd, what new complaints I made? 
And why I call'd you to my aid? 


What frenzy in my boſom rag'd ? 
And by what cure to be aſſwag' d? 
What gentle youth I wou'd allure ? 
Whom in my artful toils ſecure ? 
Who does thy tender heart ſubdue ? 
Lell me, my Sappho, tell me who. 


Tho" new ke ſhuns thy longing arms, 
IIe {oon ſhall court thy flighted charms ; 
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Tho' now thy off rings he iſe, 
He ſoon to thee ſhall LO 
Tho' now he freeze, he ſoon ſhall burn, 
And be thy victim in his Turn. 

Thy needful preſence I implore, 

In pity, come and caſe my grief, 

Bring my diſtemper d ſoul relief; 

Favour thy ſuppliant's hidden fires, 

And give me ail my heart deſires. 


Song CXXXIV. Swain, thy hopeleſs paſſion, &c. 


W AIN, thy leſs paſſion ſmother, 
Pejur'd Celia —— ; 

In his arms [ 2 lying, 

Paniing, kiffing, fighing, dying; 
There the fair deceiver 33 5 

(As once ſhe did to you before) 

Ah! fays you, if ſhe deceives me, 
When that conſtant creature leaves me, 
It js waters back ſhall fiv-- - 

And leave their oczy channels dry : 
Torn, turn, ye waters, leave your ſhore, 
For perjur'd Celia loves no more. 


Song CXXXV. Di genes ſurly and proud. 
Togenes ſurly and 


proud, 
D Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 
iighted in wine that was gooc, | 


Becauſe in good wine there was truth ; 
- But ing as poor as a Job, 

Unable to purchaſe a flas k. 
He choſe for his manſion a tub, 

And liv'd by the ſcent of the cask. 


Heraclitus ne er would deny 
A bumper, to cheriſh his heart ; 
And when he was maudlin would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his quart : 


"ad 


ud. 
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Tho' ſome are ſo fooliſh to think, 

He wept at mens ſollies and vice, 
"Twas only his cuſtom to drink, 

Till the liquor flow'd out of his eyes. 


Democritus always was glad 
To tipple, and cheriſh his foul ; 
Would laugh like a man that was mad, 
When over a good flowing bowl ; - 
As long as his cellar was ftor'd. 
The liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And when he was drunk as a lord, 
At them that were ſober he'd hugh. 


Wiſe Solon, who carefully gave 
Good laws unto Athens of ald. 

And thought the rich Creeſus a ſlave 
(Tho' a king) to his coffers of gold; 
He delighted in plentiful bowls; | 

But drinking much talk would decline, 
Becauſe twas the cuſtom of fools, 
Vo prattle much over their wine. 


Old Sarcrates ne'er was content, 
Till a bottle had heighten'd his joys, 
Who in's cups to the oracle went, » 
Or he ne'er had been counted fo wile : 
Late hours he moſt certainly lov'd, 


Made wine the delight of his life, 
Or Xantippe would never have prov'd 


Such a ſcold of a wife. 


Grave Seneca, fam'd for his 
Who tutor'd the bully of L 

Grew wiſe o'er his cups and his quarts, 
Which he drank like a miſer at home; 

And, to ſhew he lov'd wine that was good 
To the laſt, (we may truly aver it) 

He tinctur'd his bath with his blood, 
So fancy'd he dy'd in his claret. 


Pythagoras 
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did ſilence enjoin, 
On his pupils who wiſdom would ſeek ; 
Becauſe he tippled good wine, 

Till hi was unable to ſpeak 


was wiſdom in wine, 
And thought that a cup of the beſt 
Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; 
With wine he repleniſh'd his veins, 
The 48 | Fog brains, 
n fancy'd the world, li is brai 
Turn'd round like a chariot wheel. 


Ariſtotle, that maſter of arts, 
Had been but a dunce without wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his parts, 
Is due to the juice of the vine : 
His belly, moſt writers agree, | 
Was big as a watering-trough 3 
He therefore leapt into the ſea, 
Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine, 
He fondly to wiſdom was prone ; 
But had it not been for good wine, 
His merits had never been known, 


By wine we are generous made, 


It furniſhes fancy with wings, 
Without it we neer ſhould have had 
Philoſophers, poets, or kings. 


Song 


Song | 


Vor. II 
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Song CXXXVI. Send back my long ſtray'd Eyes. 


END back my long ſtray d eyes to me, 
Which, oh ! too long have dwelt on thee : 
But if from you they've learnt ſuch ill, 
To ſweetly ſmile, 
And then beguile, 
Keep the deceivers, keep them till. 


Send home my harmleſs heart again, 
Which no unworthy thought could ſtain : 
But if it has been taught by thine, 

To forfeit both 

Its word and oath, 
Keep it, for then tis none of mine. 


Yes, ſend me back my heart and eyes, 
For FI know all thy falfities ; 
That I one day may laugh, when thou 
Shalt grieve mourn 
For one who'll ſcorn, 
And prove as falſe as thou art now. 


Song CXXXVII. Sally, &c. 


HAT tho' I am a country laſs, 
A lofty mind I bear-a, 
And think myſelf as good as thoſe, 
. Who gay apparel wear-a. 
What tho' my clothes are home-ſpun grey, 
My skin it is as ſoſt- a, : 
As thoſe that in their cypreſs veils 
Carry their heads aloft a. 
What tho” I my father's ſheep, 
It is what be done-a : 
A garland of the ſweeteſt flow'rs 
Shall ſhade from the ſun-a. 
And weigh; Away by 
O 


Where graſs and flow'rs do ſpring a: 
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Beſide a purling cryſtal ſtream 
Fll fit me dow and ſing · a. 


leathern-bottle, ſtuft with ſage, 
4 drink that's very thin-a : Pp 
No wine did e er my brains enrage, 
Or tempt me for to ſin - a. 
My country curds, and wooden ſpoon, 
Methinles are very fine-a, 
When on a ſhady bank, at noon, 
I fit me down and dine-a. 
What tho' my 1 won't allow 
Of bags of ſhining gold-a ; 
A farmer's daughter now-a-days, 
My body's fair, I'll keep it ſound, 
And an honeſt mind within-a ; 
But for an hundred thouſand pound, 
I value't not a pin-a. 


No jewels wear I in my ears, 
Or pearls about my neck-a a; 
No uy do I Cer uſe, 
My fingers for to deck-a : 
But for the man whoe'er he be, 
Whom 1 ſhall chance to wed-a ; 
Pll keep a jewel worth them all, 
I mean my maiden-head-a. 


Song CXXX VIII. On a Bank of Flowers, &c. 


HEN a lover's ſighs his miſtreſs gain, 

What joys his foul poſſeſs ! 
The mem'ry of his former pain 

Augments his happineſs ; 
Teenioy the fair then ſtrait he flies, 
No — can the youth ſurprize, 
With a fal, lal, lal, la, la, &c. 

Till in her arms he dies. 
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Song CXXXIX. Robin the Highlander. 


E Britains aw, 
Who are moulding the law, 
For the uſe as occaſign is fitting; 
What a deel did you gain, 
By late muckle pain, 
When our peers were out-voted from fitting ? 


Woons, dant we know, 
That a few years ago, 
E're ye twin'd the roſe with the thiſtle, 8 
Yead a gin any flower, 
That ye had in your pow'r, 
Tho' we now are ſcarce worth a whiſtle ? 


Gud feth we ſee, 

Like a laſs that too free, 
Has been bob'd of her maigenly treaſure 3 
' For a bargain ſo hard, 
You think you may flight us at pleaſure ; 


But woons take heed, 
Say our loons near the Tweed ; 
For if no brave Caledonian, 
Made a Lord by the Queen, 
Mayn't do like the fixteen, 
Deel away with the reſt of the U—— 2. 


» Gre Song CRXXXIX. Philander was, 8c. 


Hilander was a jolly ſwain, 
His comely grace, 
And charming face, 


The nymphs admir'd, - 
And rig 
But *twas all in vain, | 
1 O 2 Philander 


* 


10 


8 Complete Collection of 


Philander ſlighted all their charms ; 
Their ſubtil art, 
His manly heart, 
They give ns. pe 
They give no pain, 

Nor bring him to their arms. 


But when * = — face, 
ing eyes, 
. With fove he dies; 
And at her feet, 
He hopes to meet 


A laſting happineſs. 


Song CXL. The buſh aboon Traquair. 


H _ hs, and every ſwan, 
how grieves me; 
Tho thus I Ianguiſh, ts complain, 

Alas! ſhe ne*er believes me. 
My vows and ſighs, like filent air, 

Unheeded never move her ; 
At the bonny buſh aboon Traquair, 

"T was there I firſt did love her. 


That day ſhe ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 
I theught myſelf the luckieſt lad, 
So ſweetly there to find her. 
try'd to ſooth my am'cous flame, 
In words that I thought tender ; 
If more there paſs'd, I'm not to blame, 
I mean not to offend her. 


Yet 
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Yet now ſhe ſcornful flies the plain, 
The fields we then frequented : 

It cer we meet, ſhe ſhews diſdain, 

She looks as ne'er acquainted. 

The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 

Its ſweets il ay remember; 

But now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. 


Ye rural ers, who hear my ſtrains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me? 
Oh! make her partner in my pains, 
Then let her imiles relieve me. 
Tf not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My paflion no more tender, 
I'll leave the buſh aboon Traquair, 
To lonely wilds Fl] wander. 


Song CXLI. King Jabn and the Abbot of Can- 
terbury. 


| [Greve, 
HO has e'er been at Paris, muſt needs know the 
The fatal Retreat of th'untortunate Brave: 
Where Honour and Juſtice moſt odly contribute, 
Jo caſe Heroes Pains by a Halter and Gibbet. 
Derry down, down, hey derm down. 


There Death breaks theShackles, which Force had put on; 
And the Hangman compleats what the Judge but : 
There the*Squire of the Pad, and the Knight of the Poſt, 
Find their Pains no more balk'd, and their Hopes no more 

Derry down, &c. [croſt. 


Great Claims are there made, and great Secrets are known ; 
And the King, and the Law, and the Thief has his own : 
But my Hearers cry out, What a duce doſt thou ail ? 
Put off thy Reflections, and give us thy Tale. 

Derry dovm, &c. 


Yet | was 
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Twas there then, in civil Reſpect to harſh Laws, 
And for want of falſe Witneſs, to back a. bad Cauſe, 
A Norman, tho" late, was oblig'd to appear: 
And who to aſſiſt, but a grave Cardelier. 

Derry down, Sc. 


The Squire, whoſe good Grace was to open the Scene, 
Seem'd not in great Haile, that the Show ſhou'd begin : 
Now fitted the Halter, now travers q the Cart; 

And often took leave, but was loath to Depart. 


Derry down, &c. 


What frightens you thus, my good Son? ſays the Prieſt. 

You Murder'd, are Sorry, and have been Confeſt. 

O Father! My Sorrow will ſcarce fave my Bacon: 

For twas not that I Murther'd, but that I was Taken. 
Derry down, &c. 


Pough ! pr'ythee ne'er trouble thy Head with ſuch Fancies; 

Rely on the Aid you ſhall have from Saint Francis: 

If the Money You promis'd be brought to the Cheſt ; 

You have only to Dye, let the Church do the reſt. 
Derry down, &c. 


And what will Folks ſay, if they ſee You afraid? 

It reflects upon me, as I knew not my Trade: 
Courage, Friend; To day is your Period of Sorrow; 
And Things will go better, believe me, To- morrow. 
erry down, &c. 


To-morrow ? our Hero reply'd in a Fright : 
He that's hang'd before Noon, ought to think of To-night. 
Tell your , quoth the Prieſt, and be fairly truſs d up; 
For you ſurely to-night ſhall in Paradi/e ſup. 

Derry down, &c. 


Alas ! quoth the Squire, howe'er ſumptuous the Treat, 


Parblew, I ſhall have little Stomach to eat: 
F ſhould therefore eſteem it great Favour and Grace, 


That 


Wou'd you be ſo kind, as to go in my Place. 
| Derry down, &c. | 


a... a i. 
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That I would, quoth the Father, and thank ye to boot ; 
But our Actions, you know, with our Duty muſt ſuit. 
The Feaſt, 1 propor to You, I cannot taſte : 
For this y t, 12228 is mark d for a Faſt. 

„ &c. 


Then np 8 he ſaid, 


Diſpatch me, I pr'ythee, this troubleſome Blade: 

For Thy Cord and My Cord both equally tie 

And We live by the Gold, for which other Men die. 
Derry down, &c. 


Song CXLII. King Fobn and the Abhot of Can- 
terbury. 


Sing not old 7a, who travell'd thro' Greece, 
To kiſs the fair Maids, and poſſeſs the rich Fleece ; 
Nor ſing I AZzeas, who, led by his Mother, 
Got rid of One Wife, and went far for Another, 
Derry den, docun, hey derry down. 


Nor him who thro' ia and E ny mn 

Ulyſſes by Name, who ne'er cry 0 — 

But rather defir'd to ſee Cities ad 

Than return to his Farms, 1 old Pen. 


Hang Homer and Virgil, their Meaning to ſeek, 

A Man muft have pok'd in the Latix and Greet; 
Thoſe who love our own Tongue, we have reaſon to 
Have read them Tranſlated by Ohaen and Pope. 


But I fing Exploits that have lately been done 

By two Briti/h Heroes, call'd Matthexv and John ; 
And how they rid friendly from fine London Town, 
Fair Ee to ſee, and a Place they call DOWN. 


Now e'er they went out, you may rightly ſeppoſe, 
How much they diſcours 4. both in Prudence and Profe- 
For before this great Journey was throughly concerted, 
Full often they met, and as often they parted, 


And 
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And thus Matthew faid, Look you here, my Friend John, | 
I fairly have travelFd Years thirty and one; 
And tho” I ſtill carry'd my Sovereign's Warrants, I 
I only have gone upon other folks Errands. 


And now in this Journey of Life, I would have 

A Place where to bait, twixt the Court and the Grave; 
Where joyful to Live, not unwilling to Die—— 
Gadzooks, I have juft ſuch a Place in my Eye. 


There are Gardens ſo ſtately, and Arbours fo thick, 
A Portal of Stone, and a Fabrick of Brick. a 
The Matter next Week ſhall be all in your Pow'r ; 
But the Money, Gadzooks, muit be paid in an Hour. 


For things in this World muſt by Law be made certain, 
We both muſt repair unto Oliver Martin; | 
For he is a Lawyer of worthy Renown. 

Fil bring you to ſee; he mult fix you at DOIN. 


Matthew, I know, that from Berwick to Dower 
You've fold all our Premiſſes over and over. 

And now if your Buyers and Sellers agree, 

You may throw all our Acres into the South Sea. 


But a Word to the Purpoſe; To-morrow, dear Friend, 
We'll ſee, what To-night you ſo highly commend. 
And if with a Garden and Houſe I am bleſt, 

Let the Devil and Coningsby go with the reſt. 


Then anſwer'd Squire Morley, pray get a Calaſh, 
That in Summer may burn, and in Winter may ſplaſh ; 
I love Dirt and Duſt ; and tis always my Pleaſure, 
To take with me much of the Soil that I meaſure. 


But Mattherv thought better: For Martberu thought right, 
And hired a Chariot fo trim and fo tight, 

That Extremes both of Winter and Summer might paſs ; 
For one Window was Canvas, the other was Gials. 


Draw 
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Thus talking and ſcolding, they i 
And Raþbo pac'd by, 


Into an old Inn did this Equipage roll, 

At a Town they call Hod/don, the Sign of the Bull, 
Near a Nymph with an Urn, that divides the High-way, 
And into a Puddle threws Mother of Tea. 


Come here, my ſweet Landlady, pray how d'ye do? 
Where s Sie fo cleanly, and Prudence and Sue? 
And where is the Hidow that dwelt here below? 
And the Hofer that Sung about Eight Years ago? 


And where is your Siſter ſo mild and fo dear? 
Whoſe Voice to her Maids like a Trumpet was clear. 
By my Troth, She replies, you grow Younger, I think: 
And pray, Sir, what Wine does the Gentleman drink ? 


Why now let me die, Sir, or live upon Truſt, 

If I know to which Queſtion to anſwer you firſt. 

Why Things fince I ſaw you, molt 
the 


y ſtrangely have vary'd, 
ler is Hang d, and the Widew is Marry d. 
And Prue left a Child for the Pariſh to Nurſe; 

And Sifey went off with a Gentleman's Purſe; 

And as to my Sifter ſo mild and ſo dear, 


She has lain in the Church-yard full many a Year. ' 


Well, Peace to her Aſhes (what ſignifies Grief?) 
She roaſted red Veal, and ſhe r'd lean Beet : 
Full nicely ſhe knew to cook-up a fine Diſh ; 
For tough was her Pullets, and tender her Fiſh. 


For that matter, Sir, be ye Squire, Knight, or Lord, 
I'll give you whate'er a Inn can afford : 

I ſhould look on my ſelf as unhappily ſped, 

Did I yield to a Siſter, or living or dead. 


Vor. II. P 2 
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Of Mutton, a delicate Neck and a Breaſt, | 

Shall ſwim in the Water in which they were dreft : 

And becauſe you great Folks are with Rarities taken, 
Addle-Eggs ſhall be next Courſe, toſt up with rank Bacon. 


Then Supper was ſerv'd, and the Sheets they were laid; 
And Morley moſt lovingly whiſper'd the Maid. 
The Maid! was She handſome ? why truly fo, ſo: 

But what Morley whiſper'd, we never ſhall know. 


Then up roſe theſe Heroes as brisk as the Sur, 

And their Horſes like his, were to Run; 
Now when in the Morning Matt ask'd for the Score, 
Fohn kindly had paid it the Ev'ning before. 


Their Breakfaſt ſo warm to be ſure they did Eat: 
A Cuſtom in Travellers, mighty Diſcreet, 
And thus with great Friendſhip and Glee they went on, 
To find out the Place you ſhall hear of anon, 
call d DOWN, down, hey derry down: 


But what did they talk of from Morning till Noon? 
Why, of Spots in the Sur, and the Man in the Moon: 
Of the Czar's gentle Temper, the Stocks in the Cty, 
The wiſe Men of Greece, and the Secret-Committee. 


So to Harl they came; and Hey, where are you all? 
Show Us into the Parlour, and mind when I call: 

Why, your Maids have no motion, your Men have no life ; 
Well Maſter, I hear you have buried your Wife. * 
Come this very inſtant, take care to provide 

Tea, Sugar, and Toaſt, and a Hor/e, and a Guide. 

Are the Harriſons here, both the Old and the Young ? 
And where ſtands fair Down, the Delight of my Song? 


Q *Squire, to the Grief of my Heart I may fay, 
I have Bury'd two Hes fince you Travell'd this way; 
And the Harriſons both may be preſently here; 


And Doren ſtands, I think, where it ſiood the laſt Year. 
Then 
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Then Joan brought the Tra- por, and Caleb the Taſt; 
And the Wine was froth'd out by the Hand of mine Hoſt : 
But we clear d our Extempore Banquet fo faſt, 

That the Harri/ons both were forgot in the haſte. 


Now hey for Down-Hall ; for the Guide he was got; 
The Chariot was mounted ; the Horſes did trot ; 
The Guide he did bring us a dozen Mile round : 
But O! all in vain; for no Down could be found. 


O thou Poi Guide ! thou haſt led us aſtray. 
Says he; how the Devil ſhou'd I know the way? 


I never yet travell'd this Road in my Life: 
. But Down lies on the left, I was by my Wife. 


Thy Wife, anſwered Matthexww, when ſhe went abroad, 
Ne'er told thee of half the by-ways ſhe had trod : 
Perhaps ſhe met Friends, and brought Pence to thy Houſe, 
But thou ſhalt go home without ever a Souſe. 


What is this thing, Morley, and how can you mean it ? 
We have loſt our Eſtate here, before we have ſeen it. 
Have Patience, ſoft, Morley in anger reply'd : 

To find out our way, let us ſend off our Guide. 


O here I ſpy Down ; caſt your Eye to the Veſt, 
Where a Wind-Mz/! fo ſtately ſtands plainly confeſt. 
On the Ve, reply'd Matther, no Vind- Mill I find: 
As well thou may'ſ tell me, 1 fee the Ve- Mind. 


Now pardon me, Morley, the Wind-Mill I ſpy, 

But faithful Achates, no Houſe is there nigh. 

Look again, ſays mild Marley, Gadzooks you are blind: 
The Mill ſtands before, and the Hauſe lies behind. 


O now a low rain'd white Shed I diſcern, 

Untild and unglaz'd; I believe tis a Barr. 

A Barn ! why you rave: Tis a Houſe for a Squire, 
A Juſtice of Peace, or a Knight of our Shire. 
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A Houſe ſhou'd be built, or with Brick, or with Stone. 
„tis Plaifter and Lath; and, I think, that's all One. 
ſuch as it is, it has ſtood with great Fame, 
Been called a HALL, and has given its Name 

To DOWN, du, hey derry down, 


O Morley, O Morley, if that be a Hall, 

The Fame with the — ſuddenly fall 

With your Friend Femmy Gibbs about Buildings agree, 
My Buſineſs is Land; and it matters not me. 


I wiſh you cou'd tell, what a Duce your Head ails: 

I ſhew'd you Down-Hall; did you look for Yer/ailles ? 
Then take Houſe and Farm, as Fohbn Ballet will let you; 
For Better, for Worſe, as I my Dame Betty. 


And now, Sir, a Word to the Wiſe is enough ; 
You'll make very little of all your Old Stuff: 
And to build at your Age, by my Troth, you grow ſimple ; 
Are you young and rich, like the Maſter of Wimple ? 
Tf you have theſe Whims of Apartments and Gardens, 
From twice Fifty Acres you'll ne'er fee five Farthings: 
Anti vere 3 ell God ihe wes Dradkenato Fate; 
E'er you finiſh your Houſe, you'll have ſpent your Eſtate. 
Now let us touch Thumbs, and be Friends e'er we part. 
Here, Fohn, is my Thumb; and here, Mat, is my Heart; 
To Ha/ftead I ſpeed ; and you go back to To-πƷn. 
Thus ends the Firft Part of the Ballad of DOWN. 
Derry daun, down, hey derry down, 


Song CXLIII. White Foke. 


Hrice happy Li blooming maid; 

By no falſe arts of life —— 
Bleſt tenant of the rural ſcene ; 

Whoſe joys unmix'd with pining care, 
Which prey upon the modiſh fair; 
-When evening comes with artleſs ſmile, 
Does all her pleaſing toils beguile, 

With tripping o'er the enamelPd green. 
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Clarinda fair in jewels dreſs'd, 
e. The pride of theatres conſeſs d, | 
| Still ſhines with irrefiſfleſs mien: 
Tho muſick, action, words conſpire 
* To wake her ſoul to ſoft defire ; 
: Delight like this will quickly cloy, 
Ard Lizzy taſte mure ' _ 
In tripping o'er the enamell'd green. 
When Lindamira in the dance, 
To ſprightly airs does ſwift advance, 
And graceful moves like beauty's Queen; 
1 Nor fork ior 2 — 
K or ſick'nin 
| The Aatter'd belles not half ſo "a 
And Lizzy's of more joys poſſeſs 
In tripping o'er the enamell'd green. 
2 When Coquetilla cards invite, 
To while away the ſocial night, 
And baniſh far ing ſpleen ; 
Tho” chance, 2 to her will, 
Conveys, each circling deal, ile ; 
te, The ſweets of gain are leſs retin'd, 
tt, And ſofter tranſports ſooth the mind 
t; Of Lizzy, when ſhe trips the green. 
9 Hail, bliſsful life, which Lizzy leads, 
Midſt bubbling ſprings and painted Meads, 
n. Juſt emblem of the golden mean; 
A Life with faireſt virtue — 
Whoſe ebbing Moments y waſte; 
Made doubly joyous, chearful, gay, 
When Lizzy crowns th' indulgent day, 
With tripping o'er the enamell d green. 


Song CXLIV. Dear Chloe, &c. 
EAR Chloe, while thus beyond meaſure 
| ) You treat me with doubts and diſdain, - 
ou rob all your youth of its pleafure, 
And hoard up an old age of pain: a 
our. 
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Your maxim, that love is ſtill founded 
On charms that will quickly decay ; 

You'll find to be very UI grounded, 

When once you its diftates obey. 


The paſſion from beauty firſt drawn, 
Your kindneſs wou'd vaſtly improve; 
Your ſight and your {miles are the dawn, 

Fruition's the fun-ſhine of love: 
And tho' the bright beams of your eyes 
Shou'd be clouded, that now are fo gay, 
And darkneſs poſſeſs all the skies, 
Yet we neer can forget it was day, 


You've with 


fe in the fun at the door, 
And at night, when old Darby's pot's 
Hs Jos will — IF mare. 


No beauty nor wit they poſleſs, : 
Their ſeveral failings to ſmother ; 
'Then, what are the » can you gueſs, 
That make them ſo fond of each other? 
Tis the pleaſing remembrance of youth, 
The endearments which youth did beftow ; 
The thoughts of paſt pleaſure and truth, 
The beſt of our gs below. 


Thoſe traces for ever will laſt, 
Where fickneſs and time can't remove; 
For when you and beauty are paſt, | 
And age brings the winter of love, 
A friendſhip inſenſibly grows: 


By reviews of ſuch raptures as theſe, 
The current of fondneſs ſtill flows, 


Which decrepit old age cannot freeze. 


Song 
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Song CXLV. Silent Flute. 


Ockey was a dawdy lad, 
And Jemmy ſwarth and Tawney ; 
hey my heart no captive made, 
For that was prize to Sawney : 
Jockey woes, and fighs and ſues, 
And Jemmy offers money; 
Weel, I ſee, they both love me, 
But I love only Sawney. 
Jockey high his voice can raiſe, 
F 
But when Sawney pipes ſweet lays, 
My heart kens no denial: 
One he ſings, and Yother ſtrings, 
Tho? ſweet, yet only teaze me: 
Sa 's Flute can only do't, 
pipe a tune to pleaſe me. 


Song CXLVI. Polwarth on the Green. 


H O' beauty, like the roſe 
That ſmiles on Polwarth green, 
In various colours ſhows, 
2 by fancy ſeen: iy 
Yet all its different glories li 
United in thy face, 
And virtue, like the ſun on high, 
Gives rays to ev'ry grace. * 
So charming is her air, 
So ſmooth, ſo calm her mind, 
That to ſome angel's care 
Each motion s afſipn'd : 
But yet fo chearful, ſprightly, gay, 
The joyful moments fly, 
As if for wings they ſtole the ray 
She darteth from her eye. 


* 
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Kind am'rous Cupids, while 
With tuneful voice ſhe fings, 
Perfume her breath, and ſmile, 
And wave their balmy wings: 
But as the tender bluſkes riſe, 
Soft innocence doth warm, 
The foul in blifsful extaſies 
Diſſolveth in the charm. 


_ CXLVII. Tweed-/ide. 
Eftrain'd from the fight of my dear, 
No object with pleaſure I fee ; 
bo thouſands all round me appear, 

'The works bt dfr to me: 

Ev'ry morning her charms to furvey 

| Sal's abſence I'd gladly excuſe, 

5 "Tis her eyes that reſtore me the day, 
Ti night when their luſtre I loſe. 


In vain are the verdures of ſpring, 
The fields dreſs'd fo bloomingly gay, 
The birds that delightfully fing, 
; Pe. e, 
— 99 
the ſeaſons unheeded may roll, 
ce like midſummer warms, -. 
"Her abſence our rex the pol, 
Reclin'd by ſoft murmuring ſtreams, 
I weeping, disburden my care ; 
I tell to the rocks my fond themes, 
Whoſe echo's but ſooth my deſpair : 
Ye ſtreams that ſoft murmuring flow, 
Convey to my love c'ery tear; 
Ye rocks that reſound with my woe, 
Repeat my complaints in her ear. 
O tell her, I languiſhing lie 
In the midſt — Loew, 
That tis only herſelf can ſupply 
The cure that retrieves from the tomb 


8 
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And if the dear charmer ſhall deign 


To my amorous fire, 
That moment will eaſe all my pain, 
New life and new pleaſure inſpire. 


Song CXLVIII. The Mouſe-trap. 
F all the ſimple things we do 
To rub over a whimfical life, 
There's no one folly is fo true, 
Ag . 
We're juſt like a mouſe in a trap, 
Or vermin caught in a ginn; 


We ſweat, and fret, and try to eſcape, 
And curſe the ſad hour we came in. 


I gam'd and drank, and play'd the fool, 
And a thouſand mad frolicks more ; 
I rov'd, and rang'd, deſpis d all rule, 
But I never was marned before ; 
This was the worſt plague could enſue, 
I'm mew'd in a fmoaky houſe ; 
I us'd to tope a bottle or two, 
But now tis ſmall beer with my ſpouſe. 


My darling freedom crown'd my joys, 


And I never was vext in my way; 
If now I croſs her will, her voice 

Makes my lodging to hot for my ſtay : 
Like a fox that is hamper'd, in vain 

I fret out my heart and foul ; f 
Walk to and fro the length of my chain, 

Then forc'd to creep into my hole. 


Song CXLIX. Auld lang ſyne. 


HEN flow'ry meadows deck the year, 
And Jporting lambkins play, 
hen ſpangl'd fields renew'd appear, 
And muiick wak d the day ; 
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Then did my Chloe leave her bow'r, 
To hear my am'rous lay, 


Warm'd by love, ſhe vow'd uo power 
Shou'd lead her heart aſtray. 


The warbling choirs from ev h 
And all their tuneful art beſtow, 

To give us of ſongs : 
Scenes of delight my ſoul poſſefs'd, 

I bleſs d, then hugg'd my maid ; 
I rob'd the kiſſes from her breaſt, 

Sweet as a noon-day's ſhade. 


Joy 10 tranſporting never fails 
To fly away as air, 
Another ſwain with her 

To be as falſe as fair. 
What can my fatal paſſion cure ? 
never woo q n; 


pain! 

may give him joy, 
To hear her figh again. 
Ah ! fickle Chloe, be advis'd, 


Do not thy ſelf 
A faithful lover be priz'd, 8 
Tit execs his we — 


Song CL. By ſmooth winding Tay. 


r 


— — 
* 
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My fell thus away, 
And dare na diſcover, 
To my bonny Hay, 
That I am her lover? 


Nae mair it will hide, 
The flame waxes ſtranger, 
If 4 not my — 
My days are nae : 
Then I'll take a heart, 
And try at a venture, 
May be, e're we part, 
My vows may content her. 


She's freſh as the fpri 
And ſweet as — 
When birds mount and fing, 
Bidding day a good morrow. 
The ſward of the mead, 
Enamell'd with daiſies, 
Looks wither'd and dead, 
When twin'd of her graces. 


But if ſhe appear 

Where verdures invite her, 
The fountain runs clear, 

And flow'rs ſmell the ſweeter. 
Tis Heav'n to be by 

When her wit is a flowing, 
Her ſmiles and bright eye 

Set my ſpirits a glowing. 


The mair that I gaze, 
The deeper I'm wounded, 
Struck dumb with amaze, 
My mind is confounded ; 
I'm all in a fire, 
Dear maid, to careſs thee, 
For a' my defire | 
Is Hay's bonny laſſie. 4 
Q 2 
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Song CLI. Children in the Mood. 


- 


T love her ſtill the better. 


If Molly were but kind, 


Like a ſtuck pig I gaping ſtare, 
Ani we Lo Or es, 

Lean as a rake with ſighs and cares, 
diveſt 49.6 mand define. —5 

Plump as a partridge I was known, 
A Of be Gln skin, 

My cheeks as fat as grown, 

as a groat now thin. 


I, melancholy as a cat, | 
Am kept awake to weep ; 
But ſhe, inſenſible of that, 
Sound as a top can ſleep. 
Hard is her heart, as flint or ſtone, 
She laughs to ſee me pale; 
And merry as a grig is 
And brisk as bottled ale. 4 
The god of love, at her approach, 
Is as a bee; 
Hearts found as any bell or roach, | 
Are ſmit, and ſigh like me. TE 
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Ah me! as thick as hops or hail, 
The fine men crowd about her ; 

But ſoon as dead as a door nail, 
Shall I be, if without her. 


Strait as my leg her 11 appears, 
O! were we jo 7M 
My heart would — be 
And lighter than a feather 


As fine — 
No drum was ever tighter ; 
Her glance is as a razor keen, 


And not the fun is brighter. 


As ſoft as pap her kiſſes are, 
Methinks I feel them yet ; 

Brown as a berry is her hair, 
Her eyes as black as jet. 

As ſmooth as „as white as curds, 
Her pretty invites, 

Sharp as a needle are her words, 
Her wit like pepper bites. 


Brisk as a body-louſe ſhe trips, 
Clean as a penny dreſt, 

Sweet as a roſe her face and lips, 
Round as a globe her breaſt. 


Full as an egg was I with 

And happy as a King; 22 

Good lack! how all men envy'd me! 
She lov'd like any thing. 

But falſe as hell, ſhe like the wind 
Chang'd, as her ſex moſt do, 

Tho' ſeeming as the turtle kind, 
And as the goſpel true. 

If I and Molly could agree, 
Let who will take Peru, 


Great as an Emp'ror I ſhould be. 
And richer than a Jew. 


J = 
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Till you grow tender as a chick, 
I'm dull as any poſt, 


Let us like burrs together ſtick, 
As warm as any toaſt. 


You'll know me truer than a die, 
And with me better ſped, 
Flat as a flounder when I lie, 


And as a herring dead 
Sure as a gun ſhe'll drop a tear, 
And ſigh, perhaps, and wiſh, 
When I'm as rotten as a pear, * 
And mute as any fiſh. 


Song CLII. Fooliſb Swain, &c. 


OOLIS H ſwain, thy ſighs forbear, 
Nothing can her paſſion move: 
Celia with a carelefs air, 
Laughs to hear the tales of love. 


Darts and flames the nymph defies, 
Toys which other hearts beguile ; 
Pleaſure ſparkles in her eyes, 
Gay without an am'rous ſmile. 


Celia, like the feather'd choir, 
Ever on the wing for flight, 

Hops from this to that daſire, 

Aut' ring ſtill in new delight. 


Pleas'd ſhe ſeems when you are by, 
And when abſent ſhe's the fame ; 
Talks of love like you or I, 


But believes *t an empty Name. 


Always eaſy, never kind ; 
When you think you have her ſure, 
Such a temper. you will find, 


Quick to wound, quick to wound, but ſlow to cure. 
Song 
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Song CLIII. Hallow ev'n. 
W hangs that cloud upon thy brow, 


That beauteous heav*n &er while ferenc ? 
ce da theſe ſtorms and tempelts fl ow, 
Or what this guſt of paſſion mean? 
And muſt then mankind loſe that light, 
Which in thine eyes was wont to ſhine, 
And ly obſcur'd in endleſs night, 
For each poor filly ſpeech of mine 


Dear child, how can I wrong thy name ? 
Since tis acknowledg'd at all hands, 
That could il! tongues abuſe thy fame, 
Thy can make large amends : 
Or if I durſt profanely try 
Thy beauty's powerful charms t' upbraid. 
Thy virtue well might give the lye, 
Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 


For Venus, every heart. f enſnare, 

With all her charms has deckt thy face, 
And Pallas, with unuſual care, 

Bids wiſdom heighten every grace. 
Who can the double pain endure? 

Or who muſt not reſign the field 
To thee, celeſtial maid, ſecure 

With Cupid's bow and Pallas ſhield ? 


If then to thee ſuch power is given, 
Let not a wretch in torment live, 
But ſmile, and learn to copy Heaven, 
Since we mult fin, cer it forgive. 

Yet pitying Heaven not only does 
Forgive th” offender and th offence, 
But even itſelf appeasd beſtows, 
As the reward of penitence. 
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Song CLIV. How happy are we. 


HEN you cenſure the age, 
Be cautious and fage, 
Left the Courtiers offended ſhould be : 
If you mention vice or bribe, 
Tis fo pat to all the tribe, 
Each cries, that was levelF'd at me. 


Song, C LV. Chloe, ſure, &c. 


C >= ſure the gods above 
For our Joys did 1 
Graceful as the queen of q 


Wanton as the billing dove, 
Fragrant as the blowing roſe. 


Wit and beauty both we find 
Striving which ſhall arm you moſt: 

Doubly, Chloe, thus you bind, 

Had not nature made you kind, 
We, alas! were doubly loſt. 


Song CLVI. The old Man's Wiſh. 


F I live to grow old, for I find I go down, 

Let this be my fate: In a fair country town 

me have a warm houſe, with a ſtone at my gate, 
And a cleanly y girl to rub my bald pate; 

May I govern my paſhon with an abſolute ſway, 
And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength wears away, 


Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay, by a gentle decay. 


In a country town by a murmuring brook, 
With the ocean at diſtance, whereon I may look, 
With a ſpacious plain without hedge or ſtile, 
And an eaſy pad nag to ride out a mile. 

May I govern, &c. 


With 
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ay, 
Cay. 


With | 
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With Horace and Petrarch, and two or three more 

Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before ; 

With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven ſon nor teal, 

And clean, tho coarſe Linnen, at every meal. 
May I govern, c. 


With a pudding on ſundays, and ſtout hamming liquor, 
And remnants of Latin, to welcome the vicar ; 
With a hidden reſerve of Burgundy wine, 
To drink the King's health as oft as I dine 
May I govern, &c. | 


When the days are ſhort, and it freezes and ſnows, 
May I have a coal Tee ms high as my noſe; 
A fire, which once ſtirr'd ap with a prong, 
Will keep the room temperate all the night long. 
May I govern, &. 
With a courage undaunted, may I face my laſt day, 
And when I am dead, may the better fort fay, 
In the morning when ſober, in the evening when mellow, 
He's gone,' and has left not behind him his fellow ; 
For he govern'd his paſſion with an abſolute ſway, 
And grew wiſer and better as his ſtrength wore away, 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. 


Song CLVII. The broom of Cowdenknows, 


OW blyth ilk morn was I to fee 
The ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He skipt the burn, and flew to me, 
I met him with good will. 
O che broom, the bonny bonny broom, 
The broom of Cowdenknows ! 
| wiſh I were with my dear {wain, 
With his pipe and my ews. 
1 neither wanted ew nor lamb, 
While his flock near me lay: 
He gather'd in my ſheep at night, 
And chear'd me a' the day. 4 
O the broom, &c. Ho 
Vol. II. R 0 | He 
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He tun d his pipe and reed ſae ſweet, 
The burds ſtood liftning by: 

Een the dull cattle ſtood and gaz'd, 
Charm'd with his melody. 

O the broom, &c. 


While thus we ſpend our time, by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play ; by 

I envy'd not the fairſt dame, 
Tho ne'er fac rich and gay. 

O the broom, &c. 


Hard fate, that I ſhou'd baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 

Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt ſwain 
That ever yet was born. 

O the broom, &c. 


He did oblige me ev'ry hour, 
Cou'd I but faithfu be? 

He ſtaw my heart, cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he ask'd of me? 

O the broom, &c. 


Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 
Farewell a! pleaſures there; 

Ye Gods, reſtore to me my ſwain, 
Is @ I crave or care. 

O the broom, the bonny bonny broom, 
The broom of Cowdenknows : 

I wiſh I were with my dear ſwain, 
With his pipe and my ews. 
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Song CLVIII. Sweet are the Charms, &c. 


H Y ſhould we that ambition call, 
To get at court a ſervile place ? 

here to e one, we flatter all, 

And muſt gain honour by diſgrace ; 

Where for our pleaſure, and our eaſe, 

We ſuffer pain and wearineſs. 


Where all things we muſt ſay or do, 
Which fartheſt are from mind or heart ; 
Still thoſe who run from us, purſue, 
And to gain truſt, with virtue part; 
Where we, ourſelves more high to raiſe, 
Our faith and honour muſt debaſe. 


Where we muſt ſay as great fools ſay, 
Do what great knaves will have us do, 

That we for wits with coxcombs may, 
With fools for politicians go ; 

To gain court-favour there, and praiſe, 

With all the world beſides diſgrace. 


Where we muſt flatter him we hate, 
Or what is worſe, him we deſpiſe : 

To broken ſlumbers lie down late, 
And early to proud levees riſe ; 

Muſt paſs our youth in real pain, 

For eaſe in age to hope in vain. 


Where we muſt change day into night, 
Night into day, at others will ; 
Muſt take diſguſts to give delight, 
And light good men to honour ill ; 
Make many foes, nay be our own, 
To gain a friend where there is none. 
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Song CLIX. Strephon, when you, c. 
8 = 2 

ids may be as often = 

hate : 


you I fly away, 
It is becauſe I dare not ſtay. 4 


Did I out of hatred run, 

|  Lefs you'd be my pain and care; 

But the youth I love, to ſhun, 
Who can ſuch trial bear? 


gut fy roger Bp 


Oh! with eaſe you may deceive me, 
Prithee, charming ſwain, be gone: 

Heaven decrees that we ſhould part, 

That has my vows, but you my heart. 


Song 
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Song CLX. Fate had deſign'd, &c. 


ATE had deſign'd this worſt of all ages, 
For Chriſtian valour a glorious doom; 
nis the Grand Seignior's proweſs inrages, 
Who thought a million would foon o'ercome. 
Mahomet tent the great Mufti a viſion, 
How all the Germans bemoan'd their condition ; 
Squadrons were ſcanted, 
Officers wanted, 
Only Eugene for Chriſtendom. 


Two hundred thouſand made the Turk's army, 
Three quarters more than in fight prevail ; 
Not ſo the Germans, who cuuld alarm ye 
LP with valour, when 2 — 

ow the Grand Vizier, his Muſſelmen 8 


Swore the poor handfuls were ſcarce worth his 
But not performing. 
Brave Eugene ſtorming, 

All run away from proud horſe tails. 


Now ſoars the croſs, and now flies the creſcent, 
"Thouſands now wait the vitorious prize; 
Now bloody wounds and groans are inceſſant, 4 
Now the bold Vizier deſpairing dies. 
Farewel the grandeur of Ottoman power, 
Thinking the brightneſs of Chriſtians to lower, 
Brave Eugene's ſtory, 
Blooms with freſh plory, 
Whilſt Chriſtendom old faith enjoys. 


J 
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Move ſofter, thou fond flutring heart, 


Oh gently throb, too fierce thou art. 


Tell me, thou brighteſt of thy kind, 
For Strephon was the bliſs defign'd ? 


For Strephon's ſake, dear charming maid, 


Didſt thou prefer his wand'ring ? 


And thoy bleſt ſhade, that ſweetly art 
Lodg'd fo near my Chloe's heart, 
For me the tender hour im 
And fofily tell how dear I love. 
Ungrateful thing ! it ſcorns to hear 
Its wretched maiter's ardent pray's, 
Ingrofling all that beauteous heaven, 
That Chloe, laviſh maid, has given. 


J cannot blame thee ; were I lord 

Of all the wealth thoſe breaſts aftord, 
I'd be a miſer too, nor give 

Aa alms to keep a God alive. 

Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely fair, 

On thoſe cold looks, that lifeleſs air, 
Prize him whoſe boſom glows with fire, 
With eager love and ſoft deſire. 


, 


"Tis true, thy charms, O powerful maid, 


To life can bring the filent ſhade : 
Thou can'ſt ſurpaſs the painter's art, 
And real warmth and flames impart. 
But oh! it ne'er can love like me, 
I've ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee : 


Then, charmer, grant my fond requeſt, 


Say, thou canſt love, and make me bleil, 


Song CLXI. The fourteenth of October. 


E Gods ! was Strephon's picture bleſt 
With the fair heaven of Chloe's breaſt * 


Song 
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Jong CLXII. Bacchus one Day gayly ftriding, 


OT this blooming April ſeaſon 
Can relieve my aking heart ; 
Spite of all the force of reaſon, 
Still I act a frantick part: 
As the canker eats the roſes, 
And the ſpringing green deſtroys, 
So deſpair my reſt oppoſes, 
| conſumes my riſing joys. 


Every valley, field and mountain, 
Flow'ry plain and verdant grove, 

Warbling bird, and ſparkling fountain, 
Minds me of my luckleſs love: 

When the cowſlip I diſcover, 

| Springing o'er the primroſe fair, 

| Thee (I ſigh) my gentle lover 

| Would have cropp'd to deck my hair. 


If I fadly fit reflecting 
By ſome bloom y hawthorn tree ; 
| All my forrows recollecting. 
Love, I cry, reſembles thee : 


He all flowery can a ; 

To conceal his noifoa'd dart, 
| But the wretch that truſts him near, 
Graſps a thorn, and wounds the heart. 


Song CLXIII. Gay Bacchus, &c. 


A Bacchus, liking Eſtcourt's wine, 
A noble meal beſpoke ; 
And for the gueſts that were to dine, 
Brought Comus, Love, and Joke. 


The God near Cupid drew his chair, 

And Joke near Comus plac'd ; 
Thus Wine makes Love forget its care, 
Ing Ard Mirth exalt: a feaft. 
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+ The more to pleaſe each ſprightly God 
Each fweet engaging L ah. r , 

Put on ſome cloaths to come abroad, 
And took a waiter's place. 


Then Cupid nam'd at ev'ry glaſs 
A lady of the sky, 

While Bacchus ſwore he'd drink the laſs, 
And had it bumper high. 


Fat Comus toſt his brimmer o'er, 
And always got the mot ; 
For Joke took care to fill him more, 
hene'er he miſt the toaſt. 


They call'd, and drank at ev'ry touch, 
Then fill'd and drank again; 

And if the Gods can take too much, 
Tis faid, they did fo then. 

Free jeſts run all the table round, 
And with the wine conſpire, 

(While they by ſly reflection wound) 
To ſet their heads on fire. 

Gay Bacchus little Cupid ſtun 
By reck' ning his deceits ; Pn... 

And Cupid mock d his ſtamm'ring tongue, 
With all his ſtagg'ring gaits. 

oke droll'd on Camus greedy ways, 

a And tales without a jeſt, 

While Comus called his witty plays 
But waggeries at beſt. 

Such talk ſoon ſet them all at odds, 
And had I Homer's Pen, 

Pd fing ye how they drank like Gods, 
And how they fought like men. 


- 


To 
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To part the fray, the Graces fly, 
ho made them ſoon ; 
And had the Furies ſelves been nigh, 
They ſtill were three to three. 

Bacchus appear'd, rais'd Cupid u 
Andre Mis dick db bas, 
But kept ſome dart to ſtir the cup 
Where fack and ſugar flow. 
Joke, taking Comus' roſy crown, 
triumph wore the 
mirth he 


In tn prize, 
And thrice in puſh'd him down, 
As thrice he ſtrove to riſe. 


Then Cupid ſought the 

Wee Vern — © Bore 

And beauty, cloſe embracing love, 
They join'd to rail at wine. 


And Comus, loudly curſing wit, 
Roll'd off to ſome retreat, 


Where boon com vely ſit 
Is fat caweikdly fad... 


* 
— 
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Song CLXIV. Waft me, ſome ſoſt, &c. 
A N I 

r 


ſylvan ſcenes, wide ing trees, 
Repel the raging dog ſtar s heat: 


Let me thy clear, ielding wave 


Let chaſte Clarinda too be there. 
Wich azure mantle lightly dreſt; 

Ye nymphs, bind up her ſilken hair, 
Ye zephyrs, fan her panting breaſt, 


O haſte 


8 
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O haſte away, fair maid, and bring 
The muſe, the kindly friend to love, 
To thee alone the muſe ſhall fing. 
And warble thro' the vocal grove. 


Song CLXV. *Twas when ſummer, &c, 


7 WAS when ſummer was roſy, 
In woods and fields many a poly, 
When late young flaxen-hair'd —_ 
Was way-laid by bonny black Willey 3 
He dgled her and teaz'd her, 
He ſmuggled her and ſqueez d her; 
ag her too very near the belly : 
She cry'd; I never will hear ye, 
Oh Lord, I can't bear ye, 
Ye tickle, tickle fo, tickle ſo, Willey. 


Soon the fit tho? was over, 
— Nelly — breath did recover ; 
hen Willy his wooing, 
And coolly d to be going: 
Wai fabial her and geen d her 
A her a _ 4 | 
Cry'd ſtay a little, I vow and ſwear I could kill ye, 
Another touch, I can bear ye, 
Oh Lord, oh Lord, I will hear ye, 
Then tickle me again, tickle me again, Willey. 


Song CLXVI. Young Orpheus, &c. 


Oung Orpheus tickled his harp ſo well, 
He gain'd fair Euridice out of hell, 
ith a twinkum, twankum, twang. 
Had ſhe been honeſt, as ſhe was fair, 
'Tis a great wonder ſhe &er come there, 
With a twinkum, twankum, twang, 


S 2 But 
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Tir to be Card. tis hard he” the prov'd a ſcold, 
And therefore the Devil bad got her 

And therefore the Devil had got her in hold : 

But for fear ſhe ſhould poiſon all Hell with her tongue, 

| il releas'd her for an old ſong, ; 
Which was twinkum, twankum, twinkum, twankum, 
_ Twinkum, twankum, twang. 


Song CLXVI.. Waſe me, me, ſome ſoft and cooling 


HE feather'd of the skies, 
Free from the fowler's fraudful ſnare, 
to grove exulting flies, 7 
wantons in the waſte of air. 
But if the net her flight reftrains, 
8 vainly — fro; 
ſad captivity complains, 
In accents of melodious 


Song CLXVIII. Ton bumeur eſt Catharine. 


From 


Woe. 


Now ſhe 


In -.M F 3 


1 


Pai 
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Song CLXIX. Ab ſtay] ab turn! 


H ftay! ah turn! ah! whither would you flie, 
Too charming, too relentleſs maid ? 

follow not to conquer, but to die ; 

You of the fearful are afraid. 


In vain I call; for ſhe like fleeting air, 
When preſt by ſome tempeſtuous wind, 
Flies fwifter from the voice of my deſpair, 

Nor caſts one pitying look behind. 


Song CLXX. As Celia near a Fountain lay. 


ELL me net Celia once did bleſs 
Another mortal's arms ; 

'That cannot make my paſſion leſs, 
Nor mitigate her charms. 


Shall I refuſe to quench my thirſt, 
RE =O 
uſe ſome drou | 
Has kiſs'd the Sling wave ? | 
No, no; methinks 'tis wond”rous great, | 
And ſuits a noble blood, 
To have in love, as well as ſtate, 
A taſter to our food. 


Song CLXXI. Chloe, a Coquet in her prime. 


Cer a coquet in her prime, 

The vaineſt. fickleſt thing alive, 

Behold the ſtrange effects of time a 
Marries, and dotes at forty five. - 


So weathercocks, that for a while 
Have veer'd about with every blaſt, 
Grown old, and deſtitute of oil. 
Ruſt to a point, and fix at laſt. 
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Song CLXXII. Down among the dead Men. 


Ere's a health to the King, and a laſting peace ; 
H May faction be dumb, and diſcord ceaſe : 
Come 


let us drink it while we've breath, 
For there's no drinking after death; 
And he that won't with this comply, 
Down among the dead men, 
Down among the dead men, 
Down, down, down, down, 
Down among the dead men let him lie. 


Now a health to the Queen, and may ſhe long 
B'our firſt fair toaſt to grace our ſong; 

Of w' your hats, w* your knee on ground, 
Take off your bumpers all around ; 

And he that will not drink his dry, 

| Down among, &c. let him lie. 


Let charming beauty's health go round, 
In whom celeſtial joys are found ; 

And may confuſion ftill purſue 

'The ſenſeleſs woman-hating crew ; 

And he that will this health deny, 

| Down among, &c. let him lie. 


Here's thriving to trade, and the common-weal, 
And patriots to their country leil ; 

But who for bribes gives Satan his ſoul, 

May he ne'er laugh Oer a flowing bowl; 

And all that with iuch rogues comply, 

Down among, &c. let them lie. 


In ſmiling Bacchus joys I'll roll, 

Deny no pleaſure to my ſou! ; | 
Let Bacchus health round ſwiftly move, 
For Bacchus is a friend to love; 
And he that does this health deny, 
Down among, &c. let him lie. 


Song 


ng 
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Song CLXXIII. Come let us prepare. 


E RE are the beſt horſes, 
That ever ran courſes, 
Here 1s the beſt pad for your wife, fir, 
Who rides one a day, 
If luck's in his way, 


May ride in a coach all his life, fir. 


The ſportſman eſteems 
'The horſe more than gems, 
That leaps o'er a pitiful gate, fir, 
But here 18 the , 
It you fit but his back, 


Will leap you into an eſtate, fir. 


Song CLXXIV. To you fair Ladies. 


HEN as corruption hence did go, 
W And left the nation free, 
hen ay ſaid ay, and no ſaid no, 
Without a place or fee; 
Then Satan, thinking things went ill, 
Sent forth his ſpirit call'd quadrille ; 
Quadrille, quadrille, quadrille. 


Kings, queens, and knaves made up his pack, 
And four fair ſuits he wore, 

tis troops they were with red and black 
All blotch'd and ſpotted oer: 

And ev'ry houſe, go where you will, 

Is haunted by this imp, quadrille. 


Sure cards he has for ev'ry thing, 

Which well court-cards they name, 

And, ſtateſman- like, calls in the king, 
Jo help out a bad game; 
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But if the parties manage ill, 
The king is forc'd to loſe codille. 


When two and two were met of old, 
Tho they ne'er meant to marry, 

They were in Cupid's books enroll'd, 
And call'd a party quare ; 

But now, meet when and where you will, 

A party quare is quadrille. 


The commoner, the knight, and peet, 
Men of all ranks and fame, 

Leave to their wives the only care 
To propagate their name ; 

And well that duty they fulfil, 

While the good husband's at quadrille. 


When patient lies in piteous caſe, 
In comes th' apothecary, 
And to the doctor cries, alas! 
Non debes quadrillare ! 
The patient dies without a pill, 
For why ? the Doctor's at quadrille. 


Should France and Spain agai loud, 
The Muſcovite 2 2 
Britain, to curb her — — proud, 
Would want both and powder: 
Muſt want both ſword and gun to kill, 


For why ? the gen'ral's at quadrille. 


The king of late drew forth his ſword, 
( God, twas not in wrath) 
And made of many a ſquire and lord, 
An unwaſt'd Knight of Bath; | 
What are theſe feats of arms and skill ? 
They're but nine parties at quadrille. e 
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late at Cambray met, | 
drew all 's eyes: 


6 A 


And now God fave this noble realm, 
And God fave eke Hanover, 

And God fave thoſe who hold the helm, 
When as the King over ; 

But let the King go where he will, 

His ſubjects muſt play at quadrille. 


Song CLXXV. Thirſis, 4 youth, &c. 


Hirſis, a youth of the inſpired train, 
Fair Sachariſſa lov'd, but lov'd in vain: 
Like Phœbus ſung the no leſs am'rous boy, 
Like Daphne ſhe, as lovely and as coy. 
With numbers he the flying nymph purſues, 
With numbers ſuch as Phœbus ſelf might uſe: 
All but the nymph, that ſhould redreſs his wrong, 
Attend his paſſion, and approve his ſong. 
Like Phcebus thus acquiring unſought praiſe, 
He catch'd at love, and filFd his arms with bays. 


Song CLXXVI. O'er the Hills and far away. 


E T meaner beauties uſe their 
And range both Indies for their : 
Our fair can captivate the heart, 
In native weeds, nor look the leſs. 
More bright unborrowed beauties ſhine, 
a . of each face 
When freed of every foreign grace, 


T The 


2:44 A Complete Colleftion of 


But if the parties manage ill, 
The king 1s forc'd to loſe codille. 


When two and two were met of old, 
Tho they ne'er meant to 

Thi ES COST enroll'd, 
And call'd a party quare 

But now, meet when and where you will 

A party quare is quadrille. 


The commoner, the . and peet, 
Men of all ranks and 

Leave to their wives the only care 
To propagate their name; 

And well that duty they fulfil, 

While the a husband's at quadrille. 


When lies in piteous caſe, 
In comes th' apothecary, 

N alas! 

Non debes quadrillare ! 

The patient dies without a pill, 

For why? the Doctor's at quadrille. 


Should France and Spain a loud, 
The Muſcovite grow . . 

Britain, to curb her 
Would want both . 

Muſt want both ſword and gun to kill, 


For why ? the gen oat quadrille. 


The king of late drew forth his ſword, 
( God, 'twas not in wrath) 
And made of many a ſquire and lord, 

An unwaſt'd Knight of Bath; 
What are theſe feats of arms and skill? 
They're but nine parties at quadrille. 


A party 


's eyes: 


"Twas call'd in Patt Boy and Grau, 
quadruple In ; 
But ſomebody took ul, 


So broke this party at 


And now God fave this noble realm, 
And God fave eke Hanover, 

And God fave thoſe who hold the helm, 
When as the King over ; 

But let the King go where he will, 


His ſubjefts muſt Foe at « aki. 
Song CLXXV. Thirſfis, a youth, &c. 


Hirſis, a youth of the inf] train, 
| Fair Sachariſſa lov'd, — in vain: 


Like Phoebus ſung the no leſs am'rous boy, 
Like Daphne the. as lovely and as coy. 
With numbers he the flying g nymph purſues, 
With numbers ſuch as Phœbus ſelf might uſe: 
All but the nymph, that ſhould redreſs hi 
Attend his and approve his 24 
Like Phcebus thus acq ring unſoog 

He catch'd at love, "ad n. 


Song CLXXVI. O'er the Hills and far away. 
| T meaner beauties uſe their 2 


Our Fogg my ox on 
In native weeds, nor look the leſs. 
More bright unborrowed beauties ſhine, 
The artleſs ſweetneſs of each face 
Sparkles with luſtres more divine, 


When freed of every foreign grace, 


T The 
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The tawny nymph on ſcorchi ins 
May uſe the aid of * 
Deck with brocade and Tyrian ſtains 
Features of ruder form and taint. 
What Caledonian ladies wear, 
Or from the lint or woolen twine, 
Adorn'd by all their ſweets, 
What e'er we can imagine 


A neat becomes the fair, 
he dirty dreſs may lovers cool, 
But clean, our maids need have no care, 
If clade in linnen, filk, or wool. 
T*adore Myrtilla, who can ceaſe ? 
Her active charms our praiſe demand, 
Clad in a mantua, from the fleece 


Spun by her own delightful hand. 


Who can behold Caliſta's eyes, 
Her breaſt, her cheek, and ſnowy arms, 
And mind what artiſts can deviſe, 

To rival more ſuperior charms ? 
Compar'd with thoſe, the diamond's dull, 
Launs, fatins, and the velvets fade ; 
The ſoul, with her attractions full, 
Can never be by theſe betray'd. 


ira, all o'er native ſweets, 
ot the falſe glare of dreſs 


Her wit her character completes, 

Her {mile her lovers ſighs rewards. 
When ſuch firſt beauties lead the way, 

The inferior rank will follow ſoon ; 
Then arts no longer ſhall decay, 

But trade encouraged be in tune. 


Millions of fleeces ſhall be wove, 
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We have enough, nor want from them, 
But trifles worth our care, 

Yet for theſe trifles let them claim 
What food and cloth we have to ſpare. 


How happy's Scotland in her fair ! 
Her amiable daughters ſhall, 
Py aQting thus with virtuous care, 
Again the golden age recall: 
Enjoying them, Edina ne'er 
Shall miſs a court; but ſoon advance 
In wealth, when thus the lov'd appear 
Around the ſcenes, or in the dance. 


Barbarity ſhall yield to ſenſe, 
And lazy pride to uſeful arts, 
When ſuch angels, in defence 
Of virtue, thus engage their hearts. 
Bleſt guardians of our joys and wealth, 
True fountains of delight and love, 
Long bloom your charms, fixt be your health, 
Till tir'd with earth, you mount above. 


Song -CELXX VII. Sweet, uſe your time. 


TI HE frantick know 
No thought of woe, 
No ſenſe of fear or ſmart. 
Reflection wings 
Ten thouſand ſti 
With anguiſh to the 
What they have loſt, 
i We to our coſt, 
ut for our torment keep: 
Their cares my 
They feel em not; 
But laugh while others weep. 


x2 
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Song CLXXVIIL Tranſported with pleaſure, 
ih pleafure, 


» *Twas an a River's verdant 
Side, &c. 


HEN Cynthia ſaw Bathſheba's charms, 
In wanton colours dreſt; 
lips, thoſe killing eyes, thoſe arms: 
(I dare not name the reft) 
The bluſtring, envious, angry 
Obſerv'd, with various paſſions toſt, 
To ev'ry vulgar eye betray'd 


A fatal weapon forth ſhe drew, 
To check the curious painter's pride, 
To veil thoſe charms, ſhe only knew, 
Thoſe beauties only ſhe could hide. 


Tis well, enamour'd Damon cry'd, 
E en let the paltry fall, 
By you the loſs is well Erl) d. 

In you we find th' original. 


maid, 


„ 


* 
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Song CLXXX. Come hither, &c. 


OME hither, my country Squire, 
Take friendly inſtructions mez 
The lords ſhall admire 
taſte in attire, 
The ladies ſhall languiſh for thee. 
Such flaunting, gallanting and jaunting, 
And frolicking thou ſhalt ſee, 
Thou ne er like a clown 
Shalt quit London's ſweet town, 
To live in thy own country. 


A ckimming diſh hat provide, 


Go get thee a footman's frock, 
A cudgel quite up to thy noſe ; 
Then frize like a ſhock, 
And plaiſter thy block, 
And buckle thy ſhoes at thy toes. 
Such flaunting, &c. 


A brace of ladies fair 

To pleaſure thee ſhall ſtrive : 
In a chaiſe and pair, 
They ſhall take the air, 

And thou on the box ſhalt drive. 
Such flaunting, &c. 
Convert thy acres to caſh, 

And ſaw thy timber down; 

Who'd keep ſuch traſh, 

And not cut a flaſh, 

Or enjoy the delights of the town ? 
Such flaunting, &c. 
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Song CLXXXI. Would you know how woe 
meet o'er our jolly fall Bowls ? 
you know how we meet o'er our jolly full bowls? 


| ha As we mingle our Liquors, we mingle our ſouls : 
— _ — — — the kind ſmooths the ſtrong, 
all the night long : 


— drink, w — de ſire; 
Love only remains our unquenchable fire. 


* CLXXXII. Stay. Shepherd, ſtay, I pri- 
thee ſtay. 
Why did e er my thoughts aſpire 
To wiſh for that no crown can buy ! 


"Tis facrilege, but to deſire 
What ſhe in honour will deny, 


As Indians do the eaſtern skies, 
I at a diſtance muſt adore 
The N — 1 of her eyes, 


pretend to more. 
Song CLXXXIII. Young Cupid I find. 


Oung Cupid I find 
To ſubdue me inclin'd, 
But at length I a ſtratagem found, 
That will rid me of him; 
For I? 11 drink to the brim, 
And unleſs he can ſwim, 
He like other puppies will drown. 


Song CLXXXIV. If Love the Virgin's Heart 
invade. 


HEN Daphne ver the meadows fled, 

To fave — untouch'd maidenhead, 
And ſhun Apollo's fuit : 

The haughty Virgin did not fear 

His certain darts, nor ſcorn to hear 

The muſick of his lute. 


No 


805 
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No ing elſe muſt needs create 
The cauſe of ſuch a cruel hate: 

And this was her condition; 
Ir as he was fair, 
And of a bright immortal air, 

But hated the phyſician. 


Song CLXXXV. Engliſh Roaſt-Beef.. 


Hen humming brown beer was the Engliſhman's taſte, 
Our wives they were merry, our daughters were 
Their breath ſmelt like roſes when ever embrac'd, 
Oh the brown beer of old England! . 
and old Engliſh brown beer. 


E'er coffee and tea found its way to the town, 

Our anceſtors they by their fires ſat down, 

Their bread it was white, and their beer it was brown, 
Oh the brown beer, &c. 


Our heroes of old, of whoſe conqueſt we boaſt, l 
Could make a good meal 2 a toaſt, 
Oh did we ſo now, we ſhould rule the roaſt, 

Oh the brown beer, &c. 


When the great Spaniſh Fleet on our coaſt did appear, 
Our ſailors each one drank a jorum of beer, 
And ſent them away with a flea in their ear, 

Oh the brown beer, &c. 


Our clergymen then took a cup of good beer, 
E'er they mounted the roſtrum, their ſpirits to chear, 


Then preach'd againſt vices, tho* courtiers were near, 


Oh the brown beer, &c. 


Their doctrines then were authentick and bold, 
Well grounded on ſcripture and fathers of old, 
But now they preach nothing, but vrhat they are told, 
| Oh the brown beer, &c. 
| For 
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For fince the and ſtrong rattafea, 
They are dwindled to nothing, but ſtay-—let me ſee 80 
Faith, nothing at all, but meer fiddle dee dee. a 
Oh the brown beer of old England! 

and old Engliſh brown beer. 


Song CLXXXVI. Chloe bluſg'd, &c. 
| he bluſt'd, and frown'd, and ſwore, 


ſh'd me wk — her ; 
* her 
"2 a talk to me 
But when I roſe, and would be gone, 
She cry'd, nay, wither go ye? | Co 
Young Damon, ſtay, now we're alone, We 
Do what you will with Chloe. Ye 
W. 
Song CLXXX VII. LD aboon Traquair. Or 
W. 
morn, 
With Gat d. that Fr ſhall love thee, = 
ask of heaven thy fafe return, | | 
With all that can im thee. M. 
Tu viſit oft the birken | W 
Where firſt thou kindly told me, | Fo 
Sweet tales of love, "hid my bluſh, 'T 
Whilſt round thou enfold me. T 
To all our haunts I will repair, A1 
By green wood - ſhaw, or fountain: By 
Or where the ſummer- day I'd ſhare A; 
With thee, upon yon mountain, | 
There will I tell the trees and flowers, T} 
From thoughts un 2 and tender. | | A 
By vows you're mine, by love is yours M 
A heart which cannot wander. T 
Song - 


ong - 
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Song CLXXXVIII. The Man that is drunk, 


is void of all care. 


HE man that is drunk, 4s void of all care, 
He needs not the Parthian quiver or ſpear ; 
The worſt poiſon'd lance he ſcorns for to wield, 


His bottle alone is his ſword and his ſhield. Fa, la, la. 


Undaunted he goes amongſt bullies and whores, 
Demoliſhes windows, and breaks open doors, 
He ftroles all the night, and in fear of no evil; 
He boldly defies either proctor or devil. 


Come place me, you deities, under the line, 
Were there never a tree, nor aught but a vine ; 
Yet there would I chooſe to ſwelter and ſweat, 
Without e'er a rag on, to fence off the heat. 


Or place me where ſun-ſhine is ne'er to be found, 
Where the earth is with winter eternally bound ; 

Yet there would I nought but my bottle require, 
My bottle alone will fill me with fire. 


My tutor he Jobs me, and lays me down rules ; 
Who minds them, but dull philoſophical fools ? 


For when we are grown old, and can no more drink, 


'Tis time enough for us to fit down and think. 


"Twas thus Alexander was tutor'd in vain, 

And call'd Ariſtatle a fool for his pain ; 

By drinking alone he got his renown, 

And when he was drunk, the world was his own. 


This world is a tavern, with liquor well ſtor'd, 
And in it I came to be drunk as a lord ; 

My life is the reckoning, which I'll freely pay, 
Then dead drunk at laſt I'll be carry'd aw: y. 


Vor. II. U Song 
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Song CLXXXIX. 7e Commons and Peers. 
ROM i er ſhrink, 

F In ken vp — K. 

And drown all grim care and pale ſorrow : 
Let us husband to day, 
For time flies ſwift away, 

And no one's aſſur'd of to-morrow. 


Of all the 
That grac' 


gay lages 

the paſt ages, o 

Dad Noah the moſt did excel ; 
He firſt the vine, 
Firſt the wine, 


And got nobly drunk, as they tell. 


| ———= 
Since here's liquor as well will inſpire ? 

Then fill up my glaſs, - 

PH fee that it pals, 


To the Manes of that good old fire. 


Song CXC. Come, let's be merry. 


Ome, let's be merry, 
While we've good ſherry ; | 

Come, — be airy, 

Sprightly, and gay : 
Good Sings a pleaſure, 
'The only treaſure, 
That makes us joyful dro 

By night or day. | 
Wine makes us jolly, 
Cures melancholy, 
Drowns all our folly, 

Makes our hearts glad ; 
While we're poſſeſſing 
That glorious bleſſing, 
Good wine careſſing, 

Let's not be fad. 


Fs. 
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Song CXCI. Gemteel in Perſinage. 


Frolic, not frantic, 


Song CXCII. The Lady's Dream. 


L. our __ 
Young Cupid weeping lay, 
ati] his pootey ftars of light 
Had wept themſelves away. 
Methought I ask'd him why he wept, 
_0 2 roy then reply'd, 
He ? ? 
— — undone ! 
As I beneath yon myrtle lay, 
Cloſe by Diana's ſprings, 
Amintor ſtole my bow away, 
And pinnion'd both my wings. 


Alas! faid I, twas then thy bow, 


Wherewith he wounded me : 
Thou art a God, and ſuch a blow, 
Could come from none but thee. 
U z But 
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But if r be 
On that ambitious ſwain, : 


PN ſet thy wings at liberty, 
And thou ſhalt fly again ; 


And all the ſervice on my part 
That I ire of thee, 
Is, that — wound Amintor's heart, 


The filken fetters I unty d. 


And the gay wings diſplay d; 
He mounting gently, fann'd and cry'd, 
Adieu, fond fooliſh maid ! 


At that I bluſt'd, and angry grew 
I ſhould the God believe; 

But waking, found my dream too true, 
Alas, I was a ſlave! 


Song CXCII. When Delia on the Plain, &c- 


HEN Delia on the plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 

I wou'd approach, but dare not move; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love; 

Tell me, tell me, my heart, if this be love. 
Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſh'd ear 

No other voice but hers can bear, 

No other wit but hers approve ; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 


If ſhe ſome other ſwain commend, 
Tho? I was once his fondeſt friend, 
That inſtant, enemy I prove; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love. 


When ſhe is abſent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 


The 


CC» 


The 
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The cleareſt ſpring, or ſhady grove ; 
Tell me, my if this be love. * 


When arm'd with inſolent diſdain, 
She ſeem'd to triumph o'er my pain, 
I firove to hate, but vainly ſtrove ; 
Tell me, my heat, if this be love. 


Song CXCIV. Tweed. de. 


Hen hope was quite ſunk in deſpair, 
My heart it was going to break: ; 
My life appear'd worthleſs my care, 
t now I will ſav't for thy ſake. 
Where-c'es my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night, 
With me his dear $a ſtay, 
And my ſoul keep him &er in my fight. 


With 17 — I'll wait the long year, 
And ſtudy the gentleſt charms ; 
Hope time away, till thou appear, 
To lock thee for ay in theſe arms. 
Whilſt thou waſt a ſhepherd, I priz'd 
No higher degree in this Lfe ; 
But now I'll endeavour to riſe 
To a height is becoming thy wife. 


For beauty, that's only skin deep, 
Muft fade like the gowans of May, 
But inwardly rooted, will keep 
For ever, without a decay. 
Nor age, nor the changes of life, 
Can quench the fair fire of love, 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, 
And the husband have ſenſe to approve. 
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Song CXCV. In vain fond Shepherd, &c. 
N vain, fond ſhepherd, is thy ſuit, in vain, 
Purſuing Chloe will increaſe thy pain; 
There will be no return but cold diſdain : 
Then urge no more thy | wang to the fair, 
She wall only one, Fayon employs her care. 


Song CXCVI. God of Sleep, &c. 


OD of ſleep, for whom I languiſh, 
God of golden dreams and peace ; 
Help to eaſe a lover's anguiſh, 
elp to make his torments ceaſe. 
ead thy ſacred pinions o're me, 
Lull the buſy foul to reſt ; 
Then bring her I love before me, 
She that's ſeated in my breaſt. 
If kind, as fair, my prize Pl! take, 
And, as Jove, the world forſake, 
Thus bleft, O let me lie and dream, and never wake 
But if the fair, divinely bright, 
Rejects my vows, and ſcorns my flame; 
Fly, kind ſleep, reſtore the light, 
Tell Strephon, it was all a dream. 


Song CXCVII. Strephon, how can, &c. 


Trephon, how can you cruel prove, 
And ſlight me, when you ſee I love? 
What madneſs has poſſeſſed your mind? 


Muſt you prove falſe, becauſe I am kind ⁊ 


The love ſo eagerly you ſought, 

gave you ſooner than I ought ; 

But now I am baniſh'd from your breaſt, 
Becauſe I granted your requeſt. 


May the next woman you addreſs, 
Puniſh you more, and love you leſs ; 
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Then like a ſpaniel you will prove, 
The worſe you're us'd, the more you'll love. 


Song CXCVIII. Had I the World at my Com- 


mand. 


Urſuing beauty, Men deſcry 
The diſtant ſhoar, and long to prove 
(Still richer in _— 
The treaſures of the land of love. 
We women, like weak Indians, ſtand 
[nviting, from our golden coaft, 


The wand'ring rovers to our land : 
But ſhe, who trades with 'em, 1s loſt. 


With humble vows they firſt begin, 
Stealing, unſeen, into the heart; 

But by poſſeſſion ſettled in, 

They quickly act another part. 

For beads and baubles we reſign 
In ignorance our ſhining ſtore, 

Diſcover Nature's richeſt mine, 
And yet the tyrants will have more. 


Be wiſe, be wiſe, and do not try ' 
How he can court, or you be won ; 
For love is but diſcovery, 


When that is made, the pleaſure's done. 


Song CXCIX. There liv'd long ago in 4 
Country Place. 


HE am'rous ſpark talks of flames, darts, and fires, 
Swears the nymph is divine, till with love ſhe expires; 

But ah ! ſhou'd ſhe believe, to the flatt'ry blind, 

Too late, when deceiv'd, that ſhe's mortal will find. 

So fervent's the ſwain, his devotion is paid 

To the pow'r of the goddeſs his paſhon had made; 

But the worſhip will ceaſe when the pleaſure is Ger, 

Then woman ſhe proves, tho' an angel before. 


Song 
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Song CC. Cin thou wer't, &c. 


IN thou we'rt mine en'e thing, 
I would love thee, I 35 
_ 3 wer't my en'e thing, 


] wou'd love thee. 
— oe thee in my arms, 
4 ſecure thee from all harms, 
Above all mortals thou haſt charme, 
So dearly I do love thee. 


What charms are thoſe that conquer me 
A flave I find 1 fill muſt be; 
Divine creature, pity me, 
For dearly do I love thee. 
The Gods one thing peculiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can ſave ; 
Then for their ſakes ſupport your ſlave, 
Who only lives to love thee. 


Thou haſt ſtole my heart away, 
Oh! thoſe words I ne'er ſhou'd fay ; 
But if you'll think of me, you may, 
For dearly I do love thee. 
Oh! I never, never knew, 
What the pains of love can do, 
er I felt thoſe pains for you, 
So dearly do J love thee. 


Of divine race thou needs muſt be, 

Since nothing earthly equal thee, 

By Heav'ns | beg you'll favour me, 
For dearly do | love thee. 

To merit I no claim can make, 

But that I love, and for your fake, 

What man can do, Þ ll undertake, 
So dearly do I love thee. 


To ſhew how conllant I will prove, 
No wealth on earth ſhall change my love 
By all the ſacred powers above, 
Moſt dearly do I love thee. Song 


= 3) O02 Sas 


ong 
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Song CCI. Sweet are the Charms. 
Ehold, and liften, while the fair 


,. thoug it 
But if the winds with that conſpire, 
Men ftrive not, but deplore the fire. 


Song CCI. Pll range around 
| Bowers. 


the ſhady 


Tan which her ſlender waiſt confin'd, 
o 


my tem bind 5. 
—— — 
r 
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Song CCIII. . Slaves to London, &c. 
Y For to London, I'll deceive you, 


For the country now I leave ye; 
o can drink, 2 

Wine ſo dear. and yet ſo bad? | 
So much noiſe, and air ſo ſmoaky, 
That. to ſtun ye, this to choak ye, 
Men ſo ſelfiſh, falſe, and rude, 
Nymphs ſo young, and yet ſo lewd. 


If we pings. wes foe of Tetng, 

If we love, our doom we're choofing ; 
At the 228 tedious ſport, 
Cant I'th' city, cringe at court ; 
Dirty ſtreets, and dirtier bullies, 
Jolting coaches, whores, and cullies, 
Knaves and coxcombs every where ; 
Who that's wiſe would tarry here? 


Quiet, harmleſs, country pleaſure, 
Shall at home engroſs my leiſure ; 
Farewel, London, Pl repair 

To my native country air, 

And leave all thy plagues behind me, 
But at home my wife will find me— 
Oh ye Gods! tis ten times worlſe ; 
London'is the milder curſe. 


Song CCIV. That all* Men are Beg gars, &. 


LD poets have told us, when they were grown mellow, 
That Jupiter was a fantaſtical fellow, 


He would chatter, and thunder, and wheedle, and bellow, 
Which no body can deny, deny, which no body can deny. 


He 


_ ; > Tt "= man 
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He was charm'd with a damſel, but could not tell how 
To humour his liquoriſh „and fo 


He clapp'd up his nymph in the ſhape of a cow, 1 
| F no body can deny, &c. 


But here let us make up our poetry full ; 
' For the man muſt eren \ 
Who does not conclude, Jove turn'd a bull, 


Which no body can deny, &c. 


His method of wooing was loud and ſonorous, + 
At the time of the year when the ſun enters Taurus ; 
Then Taurus did enter fair Io the porous, 

Which no body can deny, &c. | 


He gave her two horns for a ſcreen to his love, 

As Juno gave him, as plainly does prove, 

There's a ſtrumpet below, for a cuckold above, 
Which no body can deny, &c. 


The lovers, by inſtinct, together were moving, 
When he had a fancy on earth to be roving ; 
Then ſhe ran a bulling, or elſe ran a Joving, 

Which no body can deny, &c. | 


They may paſs for as clever a cornuted pair, 
As you er ſaw at Smithfield (where the fight is not rare 
Or at Brentford, or Rumford, or any Horn-fair. 

Which no body can deny, &c. 


Tho I take it for granted, that nothing more odd is, 
| Inſtead of a ſhepherdeſs lac'd in her boddice, 

&c. That a ſwag-belly'd cow ſhould go for a goddeſs, 

| Which no body can deny, &c. 


Alexander, who conquer'd full many a foe, * 

Mars, Hercules, Neptune, and more than we know, | 
= Were ſons of this Jove, tho' not by Juno, | 
4 Which no body can deny, &c. 


He | X 2 But 


. 
. ——— ſ＋2ꝑ2»̃—ꝛ—ꝛ— — — 
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But as the virtue wore off, 
His am'rous feats made all the world laugh, 
12 22% gies ag; 
— 1 grave e 
For ning s cub; 
He was born in 1 and li Rae 
Which no body can deny, &c. 


Let a conſort of Butchers remember the thing ; 


Let cleavers and marrow-bones merrily ; 
Such a jovial choir Io Pceans may ins 


9799794 
Song CCV. A. Celia near a Fountain lay. 


E RE I to chooſe the greateſt 

W bom bed onde 

*T would be the higheſt of my wiſh, 
Teenjoy her heart alone. 


Kings might poſſeſs their kingdoms free 
And crowns 


unenvy'd wear, 
_ 


lor, 


y 


ſtrife, fir, 


doubtful 


ier and a failor, a tinker and a ta 


15 
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Song CCVI. A Soldier and a Sailor, &c. 


5 E32 


bl 
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Song CCVII. Thomas I cannot. 


Fig for the dainty civil ſpouſe, 
Who's bred at the court, or France; 
e treats his wife with ſmiles and bows, 
And minds not the good main chance; 
Be Gregory | 
The man for me, 
Tho? given to many a maggot, 
For he would work | 
GE CES | 
None like him e'er handled a faggot, a faggot, 
None like him e'er handled a faggot. 


Song CCVIH. My Goddeſs Celia beat'nly 
| fair. . 
EE, ſee, ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes, 
And now the ſun begins to riſe ; 
Leſs glorious is the morn that breaks 
From his bright beams, than her fair eyes. 
With light united, day they give, 
But diff rent fates cer Agb folk: 
How many by his warmth will live ! 


How many wall her coldneſs kill! 


Song CCIX. What the I am a Country Laſs. 


Hen Gammer Gurton firſt I knew, 
Four teeth in all ſhe reckon'd : 
Comes a damn'd cough, and whips out two, 
And tother two a ſecond. 
, old dame, and never fear, 

The third, when e'er it comes a; 
Give me but t'other.jug of beer, 

And I'll enſure your Gums—a, 


nl 
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Song CCX. The Sun was juſt ſetfing, &c. 


HE ſun was juſt ſetting, che ing was done, 
And over the —_— I 27 
Then whom ſhou'd I meet, hut young Dick of our town, 
Who ſwore, e'er I went, I ſhou'd have a green gown ; 
He preſt me, I ſtumbl'd, 
He puſ d me, I tumbl'd, 
He kiſs'd me, I grumbl'd; 
But till he kiſs d on: 
nn e 
If he be not hamper'd for ſerving me 
May 1 be worſe rumpl'd, | 
Worſe tumbl'd, and jumbl'd, 
Wherever, wherever I go. 


Before an old juſtice I ſumman'd the ſpark, 
And how do you think I was ferv'd by his clerk ? 
He pull'd out his ink-horn, and ask'd me his fee, 
You now ſhall relate the whole buſineſs, quoth he. 
He preſt me, &c. 
The juſtice then came, tho was his look, 
Seem'd to wiſh I wou'd kiſs him inſtead of the book ; 
He whiſper'd, his clerk then leaving the place, 
I wes had ws ds amber 6 Gon: wy cath. 
He preſt me, &c. 
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I went to our parſon to make my complaint, 


He look'd like a Bacchus, but preach'd like a faint ; 
He faid, we ſhould ſoberly nature refreſh ; 
Then nine times he urg'd me to humble the fleſh. 
| He preſt me, I ſtumbPd, 
He puſh'd me, I tumbl'd, 
He kiſs'd me, I grumbr'd ; 
But till he kiſs'd on; 
Then roſe and went from me as ſoon as he*d done: 
If he be not hamper'd for ſerving me fo, 
May I be worſe rumpl'd, 
Worſe tumbl'd, and jumbl'd, 
Wherever, wherever I go. 
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Song CCXI. Pious Selinda, Bc: 


Selinda to IS, 
; K bogey — 
I. in tears, 
ſhe believes I'll leave har. 
Word I were free from this reſtraint, 
Or elſe had hopes to win her; 
Wou'd ſhe cou'd make of me a faint, 
Or I of her a ſinner. 


Am a jolly bowler, 


There's ne'er a ſet of bowlers 
So far and near renown'd : 
We twiſt and ſcrew, and with grimace 
We coax the bowl around, 
And a bowling, &c. 
„ 
mugs, 
To drink bw. res 2h me 
And a bowling, &c. 


ſciences 
be found, 


, 
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What trifles men contend for, 
In bowling's underſtood ; | 
Where ſweat, and fret, and vex, 
About a piece of wood, 
And a bowling, &c. 


The fickleneſs of fortune 
In emblem here is ſeen ; | 
For often thoſe that touch the block; 
Are thrown out of the green, 
And a bowling, &c. 


Of courtiers and of bowlers, 
The fortune is the fame ; 
Each joſtles t other out of place, 
And plays a ſep rate game, 
And a bowling, &c. 


In bowling, as in battle, 
* leader's apt to claim 


glory to himſelf, 3 
a 
a bowling, &c. 
A from the beſt; 
We value not a ſtraw, 
Both firſt and ſecond too muſt yield, 
If we do once but draw, 
And a bowling, &c. 
The Jack is like a young coquet, 
Each bowl reſembles man, 
E They follow whereſoce'er ſhe leads, 
As cloſe as &er they can, 
And a bowling, &c. 


What tho' they fetch a compaſs round, 
The byaſs draws them in; 
And he that lies the cloſeſt to't, 
— 
| | a bowling, &c. 
What Var, II. a * 
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Alas! here's one that knecks it off, 
TEN | 
Hold, an inch——your tongue, you — 
A pox! I can't forbear, * 
And a bowling, &c. 


Here, quickly bring a reed, ; 
pc paar Are tre Bn 
The caſe is clear, tis loſt, tis loſt, 
Yeu cannot make it ſtand, 
And a bowling, &c. 


For tho in other ga 
A block-head be a jeſt, 
Yet he that's neareſt -head, 
ln bowling i the beſt, 
ling, &c. | 
Then to the roſe : —— of bowling 
ere. 
Let's lay aſide our Jack, 
And each man take his 
And a bowling, &c. 


Song CCXIII. Bobbing Joan. 


Aids like courtiers muſt be woo'd, 
Moſt by flatr ry are ſubdu'd ; 
young . coy or nice. 


il, 


But 
One and all, | 
When we bid up to their price. | 


Song CCXIV. O Be Bell. 


Curſe attends that woman's love, 
Who always would be pleafing ; 
of the billing dove, 
tickling, is buy teazing. 


he 


What then in love can woman do ? 
he yy oy oy 


And when 
But hnwe 2 they — == 
Song CCXV. Bleſt as th immortal Gods. 


His 12 with green gen pr 
But ſhatter d by the lightning's blaze, 
Sinks in the duſt his blaſted head. 


Such is the tyrant's varied ſtate; 

od +} > -  —moghw 
But puniſſi d by avenging fate, 

The low-ſfunk wretch dejected dies. 


Song CCX VI. W 2 I. fought my Fenny's 


AME of 'Hermilia's conqueſts, brought 
The god of love her charms to view; 

'1'o wound the unwary maid he thought, 
But ſoon became her captive too. 


He drops half drawn his feeble bow, 

He look'd, he rav*d, he figh'd, he pin'd, 
And wiſh'd, in vain, he had been now, 

As painters falſely draw him, blind. 


Difarm'd, he to his mother flies, 
Help, Venus, help thy wretched fon ; 
Who now will pay us facrifice, 
Since love's himſelf, alas undone ? 


To Cupid now no lover's pray r, 

Shall be addreſsd, with 4 ſighs, 
Thy darts are gone; but oh ! 

Fond moxtals, of 3 eyes. 
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Song CCXVII. The* late I was @ Cobler's 
Wife | 


F old we read of Nymphs that ftray'd 
Parnaſſus' heights a, 
bards of fame that ſipp d the ſtream 
Of heav'nly Helicon- a; 
But now, alas! tis come to paſs 
Such beings are all flown-a ; 
Both muſe and bard, without regard, 
Have left us all alone-a. 


Song CC XVIII. As Celia near @ Fountain 
«> 


heal the wound the bee had made, 
Upon my Delia's face, 
It's honey to the wound ſhe laid, 
And bid me kiſs the place. 
Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the wound 
4. — 1 
honey on my lips I found, 
Tbe ſting went thro' my heart. 


Song CCXIX. 27 Commons and Peers, 


OME, let us prepare, 

We brothers that are 

Met together on merry occaſion ; 
Let us drink, laugh, and ſing, - 
Our wine has a ſpring, 

Here's a health to an accepted maſon. 


The world is in pain, 
Our ſecret to gain, 

Bat till let them wonder and gaze on; 
Till they're ſhewn the light, 
They'll ne'er know the right 

Word, or fign of an accepted maſon. 


er 


ain 


2 
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"Tis this, and 'tis that, 
cannot tell what ; 
Why ſo many great men in the nation 
Should aprons put on, 
To make themſelves one 
With a free and an accepted maſon. 


Great kings, dukes and lords, 
Have laid by their ſwords, 


This our myſt'ry to 3 


And ne' er been aſham'd 
To hear themſelves nam'd 
With a free and an accepted maſon. 
Antiquity's pride 
We have on our fide, 


It makes each man juſt in his ſtation ; 
There's nought but what's good, 
Te 

By a free and an accepted maſon. 


We're true and ſincere, 
We're juſt to the fair, 
They'll truſt us on ev'ry occaſion ; 
No mortal can more 
The ladies adore 
Than a free and an accepted maſon. 


Then join hand in hand, 
To each other firm ſtand, 

Let's be merry, and put a bright face on: 
What mortal can boaſt 
So noble a toaſt, 

As a free and an accepted maſon ? 
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Song CCXX. The ſweet roſy Morning. 


HE fweet roſy morning 
Peeps over the hills, 
With bluſhes adorning 
The meadows and fields ; 
While the merry, merry, merry horn calls, 
Come, come, come away, 
Awake from your ſlumber, 
And hail the new day. 


The ſtag rougd before us, 
Away ſeems to fly, A 
And to the chorus | 


The muſical chaſe, 
Where ure and vigorons 
Health you embrace, 


And gives the brisk lover 
Freſh charms for the night. 
Then let us, let us now enjoy 
All we can while we may, 
Let love crown the night, | 
As our ſports crown the day. 


Song, CCXXI. Why is your faithful Slave 
» diſdain d, &c. 


F love the virgin's heart invade, 
How like a moth the ſimple maid 
Still plays about the flame 
If ſoon ſhe be not made a wife, 
Her honour's ſindg' d, and then for life | 
She's what I dare not name. 2 
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Song CCXXII. Iantbe the lovely. 


| Fee the church (could you think it ?) knee'd 
own, 

IIA. re town; 

His ſtation i unaw'd by the place, 

He flies from is God, — 

To the court it was fitter to pay his devotion, 

Since God had no hand in his Lordſhip's promotion. 
Song CCX XIII All in the Downs the Fleet was 


moor d. ö 
OOR Celia once was very fair; 
A quick bewitching eye ſhe had, 
ith luſtre ſhone her braided hair, 
. _ would —_—_ mad ; 
pon her lips did all the graces play, 
And on her ten thouſand Cupids lay. 


Then many a doating lover came, 

From ſeventeen till twenty-one ; 
Each told her of his mighty flame ; 

But ſhe (forſooth) affected none: | 
One was not handſome, tother was not fine, 
This of tobacco ſmelt, and that of wine. 


But, F other day, it was my fate 

To walk along that way alone, 
I ſaw no coach before her gate, 

But, at the door, I heard her moan: 
She dropt a tear, and, fighing, ſeem'd to ſay, 
Young ladies, marry, marry while you may. 

Song CCXXIV. Whilſt I gaze on Chloe trem- 
bling. 
Lutt ring ſpread thy purple pinions, 
Gentle Cupid, o'er my heart ; 
1 a ſlave in thy dominions, 
Nature muſt give way to art, 


1776 A Complete Collection of 
| Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 
Nightly nodding o'er their flocks; 
See my weary days conſuming, 
All beneath yon flow'ry rocks. 


Thus the ian Goddeſs weeping, 
Mourn'd Adonis, darling youth ; 

Him the boar, in filence creeping, 
Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 


Fair diſcretion ſtring the lyre, 
Sooth my ever-waking ſlumbers, 
Bright Apollo, thy choir. 


Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
Arm'd in adamantine chains, 
Lead me to the cryſtal mirrors, 
Wat' ring foft Elyſium plains. 


Mournful cypreſs, verdant willow, 
Gilding my Aurelia*s brow; 
Morpheus hov'ring o'er my pillow, 
lear me make my dying vow. 


Melancholy ſmooth Meander, 
Swiftly purling in a round, 

On thy margin lovers wander, ; 
With thy flow'ry chaplets crown'd. 


Thus when Philomela droopi 
Cory = 
uno 
Melody reſigns to fate. 


Song CCXXV. Woes my heart, &c. 


Peak on, —f} thus, and ſtill my grief, 
Hold up a that's ſinking under 
1 heſe fears, that ſoon will want relief, 
When Pate muſt from his Peggy ſunder. 


A gentler 
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Ye meadows where we often ſtray d, 
Ye banks where we were wont to wander. 
ann 
ou' ll loſs your ſweets when we're aſunder. 


Again ah ! ſhall I never 
oe the know ei 
Kindly to watch thee while aſleep, 
And wonder at thy manly beauty ? 
Hear, heaven, ſolemnly I vow, Oe 
Tho? thou — 
Throw life to thee I ſhall 
Nor be a wife to any 


Song CCXX VI. London is a fine Town. 


Oh! maſquerade are fine things 
For to 

And tho? they vex the fooliſh, 
They don't offend the wiſe. 


er Vor. II. 5. For 


Far pleaſure each man hither comes, 


Each lady comes for 
And, if Pm in the right, fir, 


Why then my is meaſure, 
Oh! maſq „ &C, 


dA ArAICc 


Sonęs and Ballads 


Song CCxXVII. To you, fair Ladies. 


O all you husbands, and you wives, 
This Punchinello fings, 
For reformation of your lives, 
This good advice he brings; 
That if you would avoid all ill, 
You ſhou'd leave off the dear Quadrille. 


| No tyrant on the earth his ſlaves 
With greater terror awes, 
With force more abſolute behaves, 
Nor gives ſeverer laws. 
Unequal tho? his taxes fall, 
They're with a ſmile receiv'd by all. 
How many beauties, rich in charms, 
Are ſubje& to his will! 
The bride, when in the bridegroom's arms, 
Still thinks on dear Quadrille. 
Her ſpouſe her body may enroll, 
Quadrille is maſter of her ſoul. . 


The China le (failors fay) 
When they have loft their pence, 

Their family and felves will play, 
Heav'n keep that cuſtom hence : 

For beauties of the firſt d 

May ſo be ſlaves to ſome 


Song CCXX VIII. As down in a Meadow one 
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Morning I paſs. 
HE ſportſmen keep hawks, and their the gain; 
TRA — partridge, the Theafant is ain ; 


W nat care and ex for their hounds are employ'd! 

Thus the fox, and the hare, and the ſtag are deſtroy'd. 

The ſpaniel they cheriſh, whoſe flatt'ring way 

Can, as well as their maſters, cringe, fawn, and betray ; 

Thus ftaunch politicians, look all the world round, 

Love the men who can ſerve as * ſpaniel. or hound. 
2 


* 
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Song CCXXIX. Cold and raw, 8c: 


F wench Venus girdle wear, 
Tho! ſhe be never ſo ly ; , 
and roſes will 
And her face look wondrous — gly. 
Beneah tele car G fi but a cord. 
(A charming a zone is 
The youth in ts eve tub the a of = lord, 
And we cry, there dies an Adonis. 


Song CCXXX. T 


&c. 


Maid is like the golden car, 
A, aden bath auen intrinſical in't, 
oſe worth is never oe hs defies 
It is try'd and impreſt in the mint. 
A wifey like a guinea in gold, 
Stamp'd With the name of her ſpouſe 3 
Now here, now there; is bought, or is ſold ; 
And is current in every houſe. 


_ CCXXXI. What ſhall I do to ſbem, & 


I are like the fair flower in its luſtre, 
hich in the garden enamels the ground ; 
Near it the bees in play flutter and cluſter, 
And gaudy butterflies frolick around. 
But, when once pluck'd, 'tis no longer alluring, 
To Covent- Garden 'tis ſent (as yet ſweet) 
There fades, and ſhrinks, and grows paſt all enduring ; 
Rots, ſtinks, and dies, 12 under feet. 


Song 


all the ſimple things we 


Songs and Ballads. iy 
Song CCXXXII. Tas within 4 Furlong. 


N pimps and politicians, 

| — is the ſame ; 
raiſe their own conditions 
On others guilt and ſhame. 
With a tongue well tipt with lies, 
Each the want of parts ſuppli 
And, with a heart thats 


ies, 

1 
. Keeps his ſchemes unknown. 
Seducing as * devil, 

They pla tempter's 
And dv * — wy WY 

Moſt miſchief in their heart. 
Each a ſecret commerce drives, 
Firſt corrupts, and then connives, 
And by his neighbours vices thrives, 

For they are all his own. 


Song CCXXXIII. 27 Nynpb and Sylvan 
Gods. 


The ſword your cauſe ſupports : 
Untaught to fawn, 
You neer were drawn 
Your truth to pawn 
Among the ſpawn 

Who practiſe the frauds of courts. 


I Complete Collefiion of 


Song CCXXXIV. Happy Clown. 


T was the ing month of May, 
When all the flow'rs were freſh and gay, 
morning by the break of day, 
Sweet Chloe, chaſte and fair, 

From peaceful ſlumbers ſhe aroſe, 

Girt on her mantle and her hoſe, 

And o'er the flow'ry mead ſhe goes, 
To breathe a purer air. 


Her looks ſo ſweet, fo gay her mien, 

Her _—_— ape, and dreſs ſo clean, 

She look'd all o'er like beauty; queen, 
Dreſt in her beſt array. * 

The gentle winds and purling ſtream, 

Eſſay'd to whajper Chloe's name, 

The ſavage beaſts, till then ne'er tame, 
Wild adoration pay. 


The feather'd people one might ſee, 
Perch'd all around her on a tree, 
Wich notes of ſweeteſt melody, 

They act a chearful part. 
The dull ſlaves on the toil:ome plow, 
"Their wearied necks and knees do bow, 
A glad ſubjection there they vow, 

To pay with all their heart. 


. The bleating flocks that then came by, 
Soon as the charming nymph they ſpy, 
They leave their hoarſe and rueful cry, 

And dance around the brooks : ' 

The woods are glad, the meadows ſmile, F 
And froth that foam'd and roar'd e'er while, 
Slides calmly down, and ſmooth as oil, 
Taro” all its charming crooks. 


The 


Struck with the glory of her eyes, 
He ſhines behind a cloud : 
Her mantle on a bough the lays, 
And all her glory ſhe diſplays, 
She leſt all nature in amaze, 
And skipp'd into the wood. 


Song CCXXXV. Bacchus muſt now, &c. 


Acchus maſt now his power refign, 
I am the only god of wine ; 

It 1s not fit that the wretch ſhould be 

In competition ſet with me, f 
Who can drink ten times more than he. 
Make a new world, ye powers divine} ; 
Stock'd with nothing elle but wine ; 

Let wine its only product be, 

Let wine be earth, be air, and ſea, 

And let that wine be all for me. 


Let other mortals vainly wear 

A tedious life in anxious care : 

Let the ambitious toil and think, 
Let ſtates or empires ſwim or ſink, 
My ſole ambition is to drink. 


ts A Complete Colleftion of 
Song CCXXXVI. |, When Fanny, blooming 
air, 


AIR maidens, O beware 
n 


_ > Hoe 
How had 


MW 

virgin's 

While ev'ry way undone ; 
coy grow out of date, 

They're ruin d, if they're won. 


Song CCXXXVII. The wakeful Nightingale, 


HE wakeful nightingale, that takes no reſt, 
While Cupid warms his little little breaſt: 
night how ſweetly he complains, 
And makes us fear that he has pains ! 
No, no, no, no, tis no ſuch thing, 
For love that makes him wake, 
For loves that makes him wake, 
Makes him ſing. 


Song CCXXXVIIL Kirk wad let me be. 


. 


UTY and part of reaſon, 
—_— 1 


2 be obey d; 

N now, tho . Ten one of the gentry, 
My conſtancy falſhood repells; 

For change in my heart has no entry, 
Still there my dear Peggy excells. 
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late, 
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